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INTRODUCTION 


It was at the NESFA meeting of 10 December 1972 that Richard 
Harter first proposed that NESFA produce the "ultimate" filksong 
book. According to the minutes, Jim Saklad suggested the title 
The NESFA Hymnal , and Tony Lewis "groaned that he was afraid 
it really would be called that." 

It remains to be seen whether anyone can ever produce the 
"ultimate" filksong book, but from that brief exchange the word 
"hymnal" has entered the fannish vocabulary. NESFA has since 
published a preliminary mimeographed collection under the title 
The NESFA Hymnal for the Boskone 11 filksing in 1974 and 
The NESFA Hymnal, Vol♦ 1 at Boskone 13 in 1976. Later that same 
year the undersigned was foolish enough to volunteer to take charge 
of the project. 

In this edition we have assembled a much larger collection 
and have tried truly to publish a "hymnal": a book of songs 
meant primarily to be sung. While including full music for 
all songs would greatly increase the size and cost of the book 
and run us into copyright problems, we have included music for 
a few songs written to original tunes and have otherwise indicated 
the tunes to which songs are to be sung. We have deliberately 
excluded a number of songs for which we could not provide this 
information. We have provided guitar chords for most songs, and 
where we could not, we have provided space for you to add your own. 
(Our chords are not necessarily the most traditional set of chords 
for a given tune, nor are they the only chords possible, but they 
will work and are fairly easy to play.) Songs which run more 
than one page are, wherever possible, begun on the left-hand page 
in order to minimize the need to turn pages during a song, and we 
have chosen a binding that will lie open flat. 

Of the many editorial decisions that had to be made, one of 
the most perplexing was how to deal with songs which have many 
verses contributed by divers hands. On the one hand, we could be 
completists and include every known verse; on the other, we could 
be selective and exclude verses which fail to scan, are repetitive, 
or are just plain bad. In the case of "Young Man Mulligan/The Great 
Fantastical Bum" we included all verses known to us, as well as 
the key from Amra which explains most of the references in the 
original verses (Perhaps the editors of some future edition will be 
able to expand the key to cover later verses, a project we would 
have liked to tackle but could not.). On the other hand, in the 
case of "Rum, by Gum," we were selective and tried to arrange 
the verses in an order that gave the song some continuity. 

"The Ores' Marching Song" presented a particularly hard choice. 
George Heap's original verses, along with a few early additions by 
others, had made the rounds of filksong collections for many years 
and had become well known. In recent years, however, a much longer 
version with many new verses has appeared. Unlike "Mulligan," where 
all new verses have been added at the end, preserving the original 
sequence of the older verses, the expanded version of "Ores" has 
separated and scattered the older verses throughout the larger song 
to follow the story line. It reminded us of certain buildings in 
Boston where the simple beauty of an original colonial structure 
has been submerged in Victorian additions, also beautiful, but in a 
different way. We finally decided to publish the short and long 
versions separately so that each can be enjoyed on its own terms. 



While many mourn the passing of much of the old informality of 
fandom, we feel that the custom of copying filksongs without consulting 
their originators is no longer a viable practise, if ever it was. 

We have sought permission to use all songs of known authorship 
whose authors were still living, regardless of whether the songs were 
legally covered by copyright. While most writers we contacted replied 
promptly with their permission, a few never responded, some responded 
in the negative, and some could not be found. Accordingly, a number 
of songs which belong in this volume are not here, and we regret 
their absence. We have been very careful to reach every non-anonymous 
song writer, but we apologize if we inadvertently missed anyone whose 
songs appear here. 

Our policy has had one beneficial side-effect: Many writers 
have had the opportunity to correct errors that have crept into their 
songs over the years, with the result that we have here more authentic 
versions. While we respect the filk process, we have seen for ourselves 
how the typos of past NESFA collections have been copied faithfully 
by others. We have generally followed authors' corrections and, we 
believe, have thereby enhanced many of the songs in this collection. 

Although many songs appear with copyright notices at the end, 
in accordance with authors' requests, the copyright notice for the 
Hymnal itself provides copyright protection to everything in this 
book which is not already in the public domain. Anyone using the 
Hymnal as a source for other compilations may assume nothing from the 
absence of a copyright notice on any individual song. 

Everything has been proofread carefully and repeatedly, but 
errors of various sorts have no doubt made their way into the final 
product despite our best efforts. All corrections, suggestions, 
complaints, new songs, guitar chords, whereabouts of lost songwriters, 
postcard bombs, marshmallows, or whatever will be received and passed 
on to whoever is foolish enough to volunteer to do the next edition. 

I wish to extend personal thanks to all the writers who have 
allowed us to use their songs, to all who have provided addresses of 
writers, to Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss for his extensive 
corrections to the first edition, to Lisa Raskind for help in 
compiling and editing songs, to Jill Eastlake for her computer work, 
to George Flynn for thorough and repeated proofreading, and to all 
the others who have helped to produce this edition. Without them 
the excellence we have sought to achieve for this book would have 
been impossible. 


A. Joseph Ross 
Chairman, NESFA Hymnal 
April 1979 
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The NESFA Hymnal 


YOUNG MAN MULLIGAN and 
THE GREAT FANTASTICAL BUM 


(I Was Bocn About Ten Thousand Years Ago) 
(Biggest Thing Man Has Ever Done) 



C G 

I was born about ten thousand years from now. 

G C 

When they land upon the moon I'll show them how. 

F C 

And with Goddard, Ley, and Campbell on an interstellar 

G7 C 

I'm the guy who caught and cooked and served the chow. 


ramble, 

[GHS] 


C 

2. Well, I'm just a 
G 

Highly educated, 

F 

Well, I built the 
F 

And that's about 


G 

lonesome traveler and a great fantastical bum. 

C 

from mystery I come. 

C G7 C 

road of yellow with bricks all bright and new, 

G7 C 

the strangest thing that man will ever do! [GHS] 


3. With Jommy Cross I took it on the lam. 

I'm the guy who went and woke up furious Sam. 

And I planned the First Foundation 
Just before the fragmentation 

Of the Empire that had ruled the Sevagram. [GHS] 


4. Well, I knew a cold-eyed Emperor, and he ruled the Commonwealth. 
When I drank the spring of Hippocrene, it sure improved my health. 
I built the tow'rs of Carc§, for good old Gorice II, 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [GHS] 

5. I designed a time machine from pith-flah crates. 

And I took Doc Wonmug back to Stone-Age dates. 

But we made a loop-the-loop. 

And missed meeting Alley Oop, 

Just the Flintstones and the Rubbles trading mates. [JB] 

6 . I taught archery to Conan with the short Hyrkanian bow. 

Taught the Mouser all his knife-play where the River Hlal does 

flow; 

I taught parry, lunge, and counter to the young John Carter too. 
And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [GRH] 

7. If you want to know who made the bow, 'twas me; 

I first trained the wolf to domesticity; 

But I lost the approbation 

Of the whole Cro-Magnon nation 

When I tried to introduce monogamy. [RE] 

8 . When Tarzan met King Conan, he got himself stripped bare. 

For Conan swiped his lionskin — I know, for I was there; 

'Twas while I played left throwback for Miskatonic U, 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [GHS] 
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9. Yes, I hunted blue giraffes with Athel Cuff, 

Went "Galactic" when the Dreeghs were acting tough, 

And in company with Joe 
I saved Vox-View Video, 

But playing chess with Martians? Man, that's rough 1 [JC] 

10. When I came into old Middle Earth, 'twas many years ago, 

I took a trip with Gimli and with Sam and old Frodo; 

Then I followed hearts and lions upon a field of blue. 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [GHS] 

11. I patched the holes in Ike Laquedem's shoes 
And helped pay Rhysling's spacer union dues; 

But when all the roads were struck, 

I went riding on a buck. 

And became a solar hero — who'd refuse? [JB] 

12. I taught King Thor in Oakenshield to play upon the harp. 

But then I had to leave New Crete for catching sacred carp. 

So I hid out in Yahoo-land until a mane I grew. 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! 

[JB/GHS] 

13. Once G.E.C. confirmed the Seldon plan, 

I checked the future of, the Lords of Han, 

And was met at a convention 
In the fourteenth Chorp dimension 

By a whole damned roomful of the dread Si-Fan. [RE] 

14. I borrowed Gollum's magic ring, and thus avoided Chun, 

And with its aid I swiped the golden apples of the sun; 

But I gave them to Queen Freydis for a torrid night or two. 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [JB] 

15. I've been out with Wild Bill Williams on a spree; 

Oh. yes, Sybly White got all his plots from me, 

I helped Gannel be Thrale's tyrant. 

And when Cartiff was aspirant 

To sell jewels, why, I gave him two or three. [KKA] 

16. I went with Bilbo Baggins out to Erebor and Dale; 

We did a term for vagrancy in King Thranduil's jail. 

I followed horse on field of green and swan on field of blue, 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [GRH] 

17. I helped Derringer to build his time machine. 

I've solved lots of little mysteries for O'Breen. 

When the labyrinth got mislaid I 

Gave old Verner fancy red-eye 

Called Drambuie, then the case was just routine. [KKA] 

18. Then I was in Darjeeling on that well remembered night; 

It would have been quite different if old Oz had not been tight. 
I'm the man who saw no shadow, guessed the secret of Nellthu, 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [GHS] 
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19. I've helped Verkan Vail and Nick van Rijn get tight, 

But if Gosseyn drinks, I've never seen the sight. 

And I've told tales of the right sort 

At Gavagan's and the White Hart, 

And I'll zotz the man who says that they're not right. [KKA] 

20. Learned my trade in Cirdan's shipyards, ere Thangorodrim's fell 

doom; 

My galleys sailed for Ishtar, plowed the Throxus on Barsoom* 

I built the ships for Faolan at the city of Crom Dhu, 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [GRH] 

21. I've shipped with Jocelyn and Jordan too; 

Turned pirate once with Runt Hake and his crew. 

I've been seasick on the Sungar, 

And I've manned the mains'l's top spar 

On the longest voyage 'cross the oceans blue. [KKA/GHS] 

22. Why, I once signed on with Amra, and I damn near lost my skin. 

For the blood it flowed like water when the fighting did begin. 

I'm the only tar who's e'er jumped ship of Vanderdecken's crew, 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [GHS] 

23. Lest darkness fall o'er sands of old Barsoom, 

I gathered darkness and dispelled the gloom. 

Then with John (the Warlord) Carter 

I ran off with Gosseyn's daughter 

And on a picnic watched old Earth go boom. [GHS] 

24. I spied a hammer on a wall and summoned mighty Thor; 

Then I escaped from deep dark caves to hear the trumpet roar. 

But when I met a Darfar cook, I almost joined the stew. 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! 

[JB/GHS] 

25. Oh. I kissed the Queen of Zamba on a bet. 

I'm so tough I keep a coeurl for a pet. 

I've gone soldiering with Rico 

And dug foxholes under Pico. 

Boys, the wars I've seen you've never dreamed of yet! [KKH] 

26. I carried heads for Athammaus in old Commoriom. 

Unholy Names promoted me for killing Grendel's mom. 

And sent me and Pete Brodsky on a raid to Xanadu, 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [JB] 

27. Oh, I sat and watched while Jegga's Empire burned. 

When the Kalkars conquered Earth I was concerned. 

So I took a trip to Mesklin 

Just to get a little rest in. 

But they were fighting Boskone's hosts when I returned. [GRH] 

28. I tried to teach Diana Prince to have some fun with males. 

I helped to save Kent Nelson from old witch-hunt Salem's jails. 
Taught Johnny Thunder diction, so that he could say "Cei-U", 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [BEP] 
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29. I taught Carter Hall he shouldn't drink and fly, 

Told A1 Pratt he boozed too much for one small guy. 

I got blind with old Doc McNighter; 

He blacked out, I just got tighter. 

And drank rings 'round Alan Scott on rock and rye. [BEP] 

30. Oh, I went out hunting lions and I met Iphicles' twin; 

With fifty lovely ladies he had just begun to sin. 

When he got tired, I helped him out by taking one or two. 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [GHS] 

31. Well, I tended Redwood's chickens for a spell. 

And with Cossar hunted rats when darkness fell; 

Then I figured I would sit 

With the giants in the pit. 

But I left when Caterham began to shell. [JC] 

32. I toyed with T'sais and T'sain in fair Embelyon, 

Then I lost a round to Hisvet on the Oceans of Nehwon, 

So I settled down with Arles when the Coven's power was through 
(But Medea, witch of Colchis, how I might have reigned with you.). 

[GRH] 


33. I have smuggled hurkles for the London Zoo, 

And I peddled marcane to a favored few. 

Then when Fu Manchu was swearin' 

At the law of Pat McCarran, 

I disguised him as a Sian and got him through. [JB] 

34. Well, I toured the towers of Gormenghast while hiding from the law. 
I shipped with 0. Van Kortland when he left Communipaw. 

I saved Boxer from the pigs when they'd have made him glue. 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! 

[BEP/TAJ] 


35. Oh, I kissed Innelda Isher on a dare; 

That's a queenling that gave me a royal scare. 

I was almost the beginning 
And the end of all her sinning 

On the biggest see-saw you've seen anywhere. [RDE] 

36. I patched up Fafhrd's backside where the dogs had gnawed his brawn. 
I stood by when Greta Forzane bore two centaurs and a faun. 

I prescribed a sssegyn diet for the ills of Gru Magru, 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [JB] 

37. I have ruined every Midwich teen-age girl; 

I stole Captain Nemo's precious giant pearl. 

And went on a six-month binge 
On the far galactic fringe: 

The news caused Isaac Sigmen's beard to curl. [JB] 

38. I sold ten thousand condoms to Duke Barganax one year. 

Invested all the profits just to bail the black-balled seer. 

Then used that sphere to spy a smile, but all it said was "mew". 

And that's about the strangest thing that cat will ever do! 

[JB/GHS] 
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39. Oh, I sang a song of hairpins on the strand, 

And bombed Manhattan with the "Vaterland"; 

When Bert Smallways' gun made mince 

Of the "blood and iron" prince, 

I'm the bloke who scraped him up and spread the sand. [JC] 

40. When I missed my coach at Borgo Pass one night in '89, 

A Transylvanian nobleman invited me to dine; 

But I found him incompatible with Rh D sub U, 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [RE] 

41. Eight months back I taught a Shambleau how to pet; 

It was nothing but a crazy, drunken bet. 

It was nothing but a gamble — 

Then we started in to scramble. 

And a month from now she'll have to see a vet. [RDE] 

42. When Kitty caused the trouble while the Red King snoozed away, 

I tumbled down a rabbit hole one bright and rainy day. 

And I finished all the marmalade before my fall was through. 

And that's about the strangest thing a gal will ever do! [RE] 

43. I rode a bike that used up all my brew. 

So old Northwest set up a drink or two. 

I guess we looked like slickers; 

We were dared to drink strange liquors. 

And the Hokas still recall that night with rue. [KKA] 

44. I ventured from Voormithadreth and sailed across Hali; 

I prayed to Issa, Jurganath, and ebon-toothed Kali. 

I sought the Hall of Iblees and I spoke to Dwayanu, 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [LC] 

45. I rode up from Mexico with Martin Sair; 

It was I who made the Master's sister care. 

While I tamed the Urban fire. 

Poor Evanie's wrath burned higher. 

And the Peri plundered shipping everywhere. [DP] 

46. With Holly, Job, and Leo, I roamed Amhaggar land; 

I saw the hair of Ustane with the mark of Ayesha's hand. 

And I fled the wrath of Atrene and her husband's hell-hounds, too 
And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [DP] 

47. I taught Victor Frankenstein biology. 

I smuggled bentlam to Capella III. 

But escaping from Buzz Corry, 

I ran into the wrong story. 

And that's how I ended up in Coventry. [TAJ] 

48. Oh, I sailed the Baranduin with Captain Trigger Smyle. 

I went to Miraleste and I stayed a little while. 

I beat W. T. Dauringa and Doc Destrukto, too. 

And that's about the strangest thing a fan will ever do! [TAJ] 
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49. I saw beyond forever on a fuzzy day. 

I walked through great dark shadows in a patterned way. 

I did fight in the Change wars 

For both sides, I raised their scores. 

And with Trelayne, I watched a Corvi play. [JGD] 

50. I was summering in Cygnus with Ensign Flandry; 

No wine, songs, or women — just archaeology. 

We were excavating traces of the spaceship "Muddlin' Through," 

And that's about the strangest thing a fan can ever do! [DB] 

51. I saw Regis Hastur when his hair turned white; 

I was with the Preacher when He gained his sight* 

With Tritt a melt I did; 

I had one right and a mid. 

And the Dilbians did view me from a height. [JGD] 

52. You may have wondered that in space, everything that moves 
Speaks idiomatic English through mouths, snouts, or oral grooves. 
Well, I'm the one who teaches B. E. M.'s to parlez-vous. 

And that's about the strangest thing a fan can ever do! [DB] 

53. I was thrice horned out of Estcarp by Jaelithe. 

Bilbo Baggins tried to kick me in the teeth; 

He seemed to find it rankled 
When he only reached my ankle, 

So he had the job done by the Quething Beath. [DB] 

54. I was kicked out of Olympus on the day that I was born; 

Jove threw me out, like he threw Vulcan, past the gates of horn. 
And so, you know, you can believe that all I say is true. 

And that's about the strangest thing a fan can ever do! [DB] 

55. I made first contact with the people from the Mote; 

I piloted Sam Clemens' Riverboat. 

And I wrote the first filksong— 

It was ninety verses long. 

But the Neolithics couldn't sing a note. [MSG] 

56. Then one day I tried to levitate and found it was a cinch: 

I lifted up my body twenty miles and then an inch; 

But on my way back down I crashed into Apollo II, 

And that's about the strangest thing that fan will ever do! [MSG] 

57. I've won arguments with Lester and with Sam. 

I taught Ike to kiss and Harlan how to ham. 

I gave little Vaughn a lizard, 

I showed little Fritz a wizard. 

And if John Ghod said I didn't, he's a sham. [SC] 

58. I gave John Roberts his first course in Norse Mythology, 

And Ike and Hal, they buy their slide rules only off of me. 

I taught the young Lord Randall how to make or break a pun, 

And that's about the strangest thing a fanne has ever done! [SC] 
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59. I'm the guy that programmed HAL to run amok; 

When my program ran, that crew was out of luck. 

And when Mycroft needed funds 

To buy miners laser guns, 

I told HARLIE, "Send 'em up a couple bucks". [RO] 

60. I helped to build the Multivac, I worked on its design; 

I modified some circuits with just one idea in mind: 

It helped to make the Universe when entropy was through. 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [RO] 

61. I helped Commander Arkwright get his job. 

And I saved Klaatu from a hostile mob. 

But I sure felt like a jerk 

When I beamed up Captain Kirk 

And I turned the wrong transporter panel knob. [AJR] 

♦ 

62. I helped Prince Baccarratti build his home on Planet X, 

And I showed Jor-El the way to Earth from Krypton's dying wrecks. 

I flew the "Millennium Falcon" when it was bright and new. 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [AJR] 

63. Why, I flew the good ship "Longshot" to the Core; 

When I got there it was not there any more. 

And in twenty thousand years 
Space will burn around our ears; 

The puppeteers and I, we know the score. [JK] 

64. I have whispered in the ear of sleeping MANA-YOOD-SUSHAI, 

Gone wandering in Faery with magic sword on high; 

I have crossed the twilight border, gone beyond the fields we knew 
And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [JK] 

65. I went fighting Thread with F'lar and his team. 

Riding dragons bronze and brown and blue and green. 

But the numbweed made me sneeze. 

And the watch-whers gave me fleas, 

So one day I simply disappeared between . [BH] 

66 . I went to see the Faerie Queene and met the Blatant Beast; 

He said, "Tell me a poem or upon you I will feast!" 

The one I told, it made him blush because it was so "blue," 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! [BH] 

PENULTIMATE VERSE: 

When Rhysling sang about the hills of home, 

When Gully flamed upon those steps in Rome, 

Why, I've been there or I'll be there; 

If there's action, you'll find me there. 

From Centaurus to the Luna City Dome. [GHS/BEP/GRH] 
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FINALE: (both verses simultaneously) 

C G 

I was born about ten thousand years from now. - When they 

Well, I'm just a lonesome tra - ve - ler & a great fantastical 

C 

land upon the moon, I'll show them how. - And with 

bum, highly ed - u - ca — ted. from mystery I come. 


F C 

Goddard, Ley, and Campbell on an interstellar ramble, I'm the 
Well, I built the road of yellow, with bricks all bright and new, 

G7 C 

guy who caught and cooked and served the chow-. 

And that's about the strangest thing that man will ever do! 

KKA: 

DB: 

JB: 

LC: 

JC: 

SC: 

RDE: 

JGD: 

RE: 

MSG: 


Karen Anderson 
Dee Beetem 
John Boardman 
Lin Carter 
Jim Cawthorne 
Sherna Comerford 
Ron Ellik 
James Gordon Dana 
Dick Eney 
Marc S. Glasser 


GRH: George Heap 

BH: Bettina Helms 

TAJ: Ted Johnstone 

JK: Jordin Kare 

RO: Bob "Ozzie" Osband 

BEP: Bruce Pelz 

DP: Dian Pelz 

AJR: Joe Ross 

GHS: George Scithers 


Copyright 1962 by the Terminus, Owlswick, & Ft. Mudge Electrick 
Street Railway Gazette. Permission must be obtained to reproduce 
for sale; reproduction for free distribution permitted if credit 
is given. 

The original writers of this song (and members of the 
Young Man Mulligan Society) were George Scithers, John Boardman, 
George Heap, Dick Eney, Jim Cawthorn, Karen Anderson, Bruce Pelz, 
Ted Johnstone, Ron Ellik, and Lin Carter. Juanita Coulson 
helped clean up the words and figure out the music. Additional 
hands have added verses through the years. YOUNG MAN MULLIGAN 
(odd verses) is designed to be sung in alternation, verse for 
verse, with THE GREAT FANTASTICAL BUM (even verses), with the 

first verse of each sung together in counterpoint as the 
finale. 

Originally, YOUNG MAN MULLIGAN dealt exclusively, or 
almost exclusively, with science fictional references, while 
THE GREAT FANTASTICAL BUM was filled with references to fantasy 
and mythology. The original distinction has not. always been 
observed by later contributors. 
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THE KEY TO MULLIGAN 

This is a condensed key to the references in the song Young 
Man Mulligan and The Great Fantastical Bum , reprinted from AMRA II, 27. 

The numbers indicate the stanzas of the song; the recurrent SSN stands for 
"[from the] Story of the Same Name [by] ..." 

1. GODDARD: Robert, a rocket pioneer. 

LEY: Onkel Villy, another rocket pioneer. 

CAMPBELL: John Wood, Jr., a magazine editor. 

2. ROAD OF YELLOW BRICKS ...:Led from suburbia to the downtown sections 

of Oz. [Also, Heinlein's Glory Road 11 

3. JOMMY CROSS: The slan of van Vogt's Sian . 

SAM: Reed, from Kuttner's Fury . 

FOUNDATION: The First Foundation, in Asimov's series, was a group of 
physical scientists. 

RULE THE SEVAGRAM: Last line of van Vogt's The Weapon Makers ; a passing 
super-race appraises humanity: "Here is the race that will rule 
the Sevagram." ["Sevagram" = Hindi for "village".] 

4. EMPEROR ... RULED THE COMMONWEALTH: John Myers Myers' Silverlock . 

The Commonwealth is that of letters [ex Addison]; the Emperor, 
Jamschyd, Khayyam's Rubaiyat which derived him ex 
Firdausi's Shah Nameh . 

HIPPOCRENE: Fountain of poetic inspiration; Silverlock ex Greek 
mythology. 

CARCE...GORICE II: King Gorice II built the palace-fortress of Carce, 
capitol of Witchland in Eddison's Worm Ouroboros . 

5. PITH-FLAH: The simians' currency in Genus Homo [deCamp-Miller]. 

DOC WONMUG...STONE-AGE...ALLEY OOP: Wonmug invented the time machine 
in the comic strip Alley Pop . 

FLINTSTONES...RUBBLES: The Flintstones , a Hanna-Barbara 
TV cartoon. 

6 . CONAN: We don't explain every thing, bud. 

HYRKANIAN BOW: The short, stiff Central Asian horn-reinforced bow. 

HLAL: The river of Lankhmar, in Leiber's Grey Mouser series. 

YOUNG JOHN CARTER: The hero of E.R.B.'s Mars stories, who claims he's 
so old he doesn't remember his youth. 

7. These exploits were performed by Ru the Sparrow-Hearted, in Coblentz' 

The Wonder Stick. 


8 . TARZAN: Burroughs' jungle lord, who else? 

SWIPED: Conan was once a professional thief ("The Tower of the 
Elephant"). 

MISKATONIC U.: Several of Lovecraft's tales mention this school at 
Arkham, Mass. 
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9. CUFF: Athelstan Cuff, in deCamp's "The Blue Giraffe." 

GALACTIC...DREEGHS: The Dreeghs, ET vampires in van Vogt's "Asylum," 
were caught by a "Galactic" masquerading as human. 

JOE...VOX-VIEW: Joe, "The Proud Robot," SSN Kuttner, saved Vox-View 
by broadcasting subsonic impulses over their TV channels. 
PLAYING CHESS WITH MARTIANS: As Jay Score did in E.F. Russell's Men , 
Martians, and Machines. ” 


10. MIDDLE EARTH: Many mythos, but esp. Tolkien. 

GIMLI...SAM...FRODO: Dwarf and two hobbits from Tolkien. Their "trip" 
was toward Mordor, to destroy the One Ring. 

HEARTS AND LIONS: Three apiece, from Poul Anderson's Three Hearts 
and Three Lions ; the coat-of-arms of Holger Danske. 

11. IKE LAQUEDEM: The Wandering Jew. 

RHYSLING: The Singer of the Spaceways in Heinlein's "The Green Hills 
of Earth." 

ROADS WERE STRUCK: By the Technocrats, in Heinlein's "The Roads Must 
Roll." 

BUCK...SOLAR HERO: ex P.J. Farmer's Flesh , in which starship captain 
Stagg is promoted to Solar Hero on his return. 

12. THORIN OAKENSHIELD: The dwarf-king under the mountain, ex Tolkien's 

The Hobbit . 

SACRED CARP: ex the oracular fish in Robert Graves' Watch the North 
Wind Rise . 

NEW CRETE: The future of revived Mother-Goddess worship in Graves' 
story, supra . 

YAHOO: The bestial humanoids kept as serfs by the Houyhnhnms, ex 
Swift's Gulliver's Travels . 

13. G.E.C.: George Edward Challenger, ex Conan Doyle's stories. 

SELDON PLAN: Hari Seldon's plan was based on his predictive science 

of psychohistory. Ex Asimov's Foundation series. 

LORDS OF HAN: The ET/Mongoloid hybrids who had conquered the world, 
in P.F. Nowlan's old Buck Rogers stories. 

CHORP DIMENSION: A local gag in Minneapolis fandom. 

SI-FAN: Fu Manchu's secret organization. 

14. GOLLUM'S MAGIC RING: conferred invisibility; it was the One Ruling 

Ring of the Dark Lord, though he didn't know it. 

CHUN: The Unavoidable. Ex Vance's The Dying Earth , where 
Liane the Wayfarer didn't manage to avoid him. 

GOLDEN APPLES OF THE SUN: SSN Bradbury. Ex an old mundane folksong; 
or, possibly, ex the apples of the Hesperides. 

QUEEN FREYDIS: From James Branch Cabell's Figures of Earth. A 
fine bounceable wench. 


15. All the people mentioned herein are noms de guerre of the redoubtable 

Kimball Kinnison, ex the Lensman series. 
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16. BILBO...EREBOR...DALE...THRANDUIL: Ex Tolkien's The Hobbit. Bilbo 

Baggins went treasure-hunting to Erebor, the Lonely Mountain, 
near the ruined city of Dale; on the way he & his companions 
got lost in Mirkwood and were briefly imprisoned by the 
Elvenking, Thranduil. 

HORSE ON...GREEN AND SWAN ON...BLUE: These were the banners of the 
King of Rohan and the Prince of Dol Amroth, who fought against 
Sauron in the War of the Ring. Ex Tolkien's Lord of the Rings . 

17. DERRINGER...TIME MACHINE: Professor Garth Derringer, several mentions 

as offstage character in Boucher stories. His time machine was 
used in Barrier . 

O'BREEN: Fergus. The Compleat Werewolf, from SSN Boucher. An FBIbis. 
LABYRINTH...VERNER: The Case of the Mislaid Labyrinth was mentioned 
by detective Verner [ex Vernet, an ancestor of Sherlock 
Holmes] in Boucher's "Anomaly of the Empty Man." 

18. DARJEELING...OZ: A minor Boucher character, Ozymandias the Great, was 

often reminded of something that had happened one night in 
Darjeeling [India], but never described it. He appears in "The 
Compleat Werewolf" & others. 

NELLTHU: Boucher again, SSN. 

19. VERKAN VALL: Hero of Piper's Paratime Police series. 

NICK VAN RIJN: From several Poul Anderson stories, as The Man 
Who Counts ♦ 

GOSSEYN: Gilbert, multi-brained hero of van Vogt's A series. 
GAVAGAN'S: Gavagan's Bar series, fantasy tales by deCamp and Pratt. 
WHITE HART: Tales from the White Hart , A.C. Clarke's whimsy/stf 
series. Ex the white Horse, real British pub which was the 
contemporary center for London fans. 

ZOTZ: SSN Walter Karig. Call upon his name under the right circum¬ 
stances and the person you point at will drop dead. 


20. CIRDAN: The elves’ master of navigation, in Tolkien's Lord 

of the Rings . 

THANGORODRIM! lEidem , the evil city of Morgoth, predecessor of Sauron. 
ISHTAR: A. Merritt's Ship of Ishtar was a single-banked galley. 
THROXUS: or Throxeus. In E.R.B.'s Mars series, the greatest ocean 
of ancient Mars. 

FAOLAN...CROM DHU: Faolan was co-ruler of the sea-rovers of Crom Dhu, 
in "Lorelei of the Red Mist," Brackett/Bradbury. 

21. JOCELYN: Starship captain in Hubbard's To the Stars . 

JORDAN: The Jordan Foundation sent out the Ship of Heinlein's 

Universe . 

RUNT HAKE: A pirate clobbered by Nelson Bond's character, Lancelot 
Biggs. 

SUNQAR: A Krishnan version of the Sargasso Sea, in deCamp's Viagens 
series. 

THE LONGEST VOYAGE: SSN Poul Anderson. 

22. AMRA: I told you we don't explain every-bloody-thing. 

VANDERDECKEN: Reputed name of the skipper who commands the "Flying 

Dutchman." 
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23. LEST DARKNESS FALL O'ER SANDS OF OLD BARSOOM: Lest darkness fall, 

SSN deCamp; sands of old, Sands of Time —P.S. Miller; 

Barsoom , Martian for Mars in ERB's John Carter stories; Sands 
of...Barsoom, Sands of Mars by Arthur C. Clarke. Good thing all 
the references aren't this tightly packed, hm? 

GATHER DARKNESS: SSN Leiber. 

JOHN (THE WARLORD) CARTER: John Carter, in Edgar Rice Burroughs' 

Mars stories, was the warlord of Mars. 

GOSSEYN: cf. 19. He had no daughter. 

PICNIC: "The Million Year Picnic,'' Bradbury. 

24. SPIED A HAMMER...TRUMPET ROAR: These exploits were performed by 

Harold Shea, in "The Roaring Trumpet" (deCamp & Pratt). 

DARFAR: Cannibal country, in the Conan series. 

25. QUEEN OF ZAMBA: SSN deCamp, Krishna series. 

COEURL: The catlike monster of van Vogt's "Black Destroyer." 

RICO: Juan, of Heinlein's Starship Troopers ♦ 

PICO: Site of a battle in Leiber's Time War series. [A real Lunar 
crater.] 

26. ATHAMMAUS...COMMORIOM: Ex C.A. Smith's "Testament of Athammaus." 
UNHOLY NAMES: The College of the Unholy Names was the magicians' 

university in Hubbard's "Case of the Friendly Corpse." 

GRENDEL'S MOM: Ex Beowulf saga. 

BRODSKY... XANADU: In deCamp & Pratt's The Castle of Iron , a misjudged 
magical grab into this world transferred a cop named Pete Brodsky 
into the environment of Coleridge's "Kubla Khan." 

27. JEGGA'S EMPIRE: Ex David Reed's "Empire of Jegga." 

KALKARS: Communistic Lunarians in E.R.B.'s The Moon Maid . 

MESKLIN: Ex Hal Clement's high-G world in Mission of Gravity . 

BOSKONE: The intergalactic totalitarian empire of E.E. Smith's 

Lensman stories. 

28. These two stanzas deal with comic-book characters. 

DIANA PRINCE...HAVE SOME FUN WITH MALES: D.P. is the alias of 
Wonder Woman. The strip is notorious for Lesbian/bondage 
artwork & symbolism. 

KENT NELSON: alias The Spectre. 

JOHNNY THUNDER...CEI-U: J.T. controlled an elemental with the magic 
words Cei U, but was too stupid to understand why Things Happened 
when he exclaimed "say, you..." 

29. CARTER HALL: Hawkman. 

AL PRATT: The Atom. 

BLIND WITH...MCNIGHTER: Alias Dr. Midnight, a physician blind to 
ordinary light but sensitive to infra-red. 

RINGS ROUND ALAN SCOTT: The Green Lantern, whose power comes from 
a Ring. 

t 

30. IPHICLES' TWIN: Heracles to youse. 

50 LOVELY LADIES: The daughters of King Thespius, whom Heracles 
deflowered all in one night. A legend, of course. 

31. All the references in this stanza are to people and events in H.G. 

Wells' The Food of the Gods. 
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32. T'SAIS & T'SAIN: Twin-opposite creations of magic from Vance's The 

Dying Earth . - 

EMBELYON: You can get there from anywhere on Earth, but where it is 
none knows. Ibidem . 

HISVET...NEHWON: On the Ocean of Nehwon, Fafhrd and the Grey Mouser 

had a run-in with Hisvet the Rat-Queen. Leiber, Scylla's 
Daughter . 

JARLES...COVEN: Armon Jarles finally was the agent of victory for 

the Witchcraft underground, in Leiber's Gather, Darkness! 

MEDEA...COLCHIS: Ex Greek mythology. 

33. HURKLES: Happy beasts, the prettiest of which are blue. Ex 

Sturgeon's "The Hurkle is a Happy Beast." 

MARCANE: The adaptive drug in Cyril Judd's Mars Child. 

FU MANCHU: Insidious Oriental doctor or plotter o £ Sax Rohmer's 
series. 

SLAN: Telepathic supermen SSN van Vogt. The point is that the slans 
were blue eyed blondes, just like... 

34. GORMENGHAST: Castle in SSN by Mervyn Peake. 

0 . VAN KORTLAND...COMMUNIPAW: Oloffe van Kortland, exploring out of 
Communipaw, N.J., opened up New York to Dutch settlement. Ex 
Knickerbocker's History of New York . 

BOXER...PIGS...GLUE: In OrweTT's Animal Farm , the hardworking horse 
Boxer was at last sold to the knacker by the pigs who had taken 
over management of the farm. 








35. The references are all to A.E. van Vogt's Weapon Shop series. 

36. FAFHRD'S...BRAWN: Fafhrd got dog-bitten in Leiber's "The Howling 

Tower." 

GRETA FORZANE: Leiber again, from The Big Time. 

SSSEGYN: Even Boardman doesn't recall the reference here, and he 
composed this verse. 

GRU MAGRU: Ex Kuttner's "A Gnome There Was." 

37. MIDWICH: The girls were Gotten in Trouble by the Midwich Cuckoos. 
PEARL: In 20,000 Leagues Under the Sea , Captain Nemo exhibited one 

he'd been cultivating for years. 

BINGE: When Kim Kinnison was boozing it up as Wild Bill Williams, 
the sprees he went on were heard of as far as Tellus. 

ISAAC SIGMEN: Ex P.J. Farmer's "The Lovers." 

38. BARGANAX: Duke of Zayana, in Eddison's Mistress of Mistresses ♦ 
BLACK-BALLED SEER: A clairvoyant from the Gavagan's Bar series 

painted his crystal black and hid it among cannon 
balls. 

SMILE...SAID..."MEW": It's a Cheshire cat, that's why. 

39. All these references are to events and characters in H.G. Wells' 

The War in the Air. 












40. BORGO PASS: Where Jonathan Harker met the coach for Castle Dracula. 
SUB U: Du is one of the more obscure Rh factors. 
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41. SHAMBLEAU: A pseudo-feminine BEM, ex SSN by C.L. Moore in the North¬ 

west Smith series. 

42. KITTY: It was the black kitten's fault entirely. Through the Looking 

Glass . 

RED KING: Ibidem . Alice's dream was his, or so the Tweedle brothers 
claimed. 

RABBIT HOLE: Down which Alice tumbled, in Alice in Wonderland . 

BRIGHT AND RAINY: Lewis Carroll remembered the first "Alice" story 
being made up on a sunny afternoon, but the weather report 
said it rained that day. "No matter. Whatever the weather 
was like, it was a golden afternoon." 

MARMALADE: There wasn't any in the jar. 

43. BIKE: A Bicycle Built for Brew . Poul Anderson. 

NORTHWEST: Smith. Ex series by C.L. Moore. 

HOKAS: Ex series of the same name by Poul Anderson & Gordon R. 
Dickson. 

44. VOORMITHADRETH: A mountain in Hyperborea, to hear C. A. Smith tell 

it. 

HALI: Hastur's pad, in the Lovecraft mythos. 

ISSA: Arabic pronunciation of "Jesus". 

JURGANATH...KALI: Hindu divinities. 

IBLEES: The Mohammedan Satan. 

DWAYANU: The hero of Merritt's Dwellers in The Mirage . 

Penultimate Verse: 

RHYSLING: cf 11. 

GULLY: Gully Foyle, PyrEmaniac from Alfred Bester's The Stars My 
Destination . 

LUNA CITY: Ex "The Menace from Earth," by Heinlein. 

[Dick Eney researched the above, using the verse-writer's notes. Here 

are a few extra references (free point for each):] 

3. FURIOUS SAM: Also there was a bad-tempered Baby Sam in Kuttner's 

Hogben stories. 

12. THORIN OAKENSHIELD: Lin Carter has traced him to The Elder Edda , 

by Saemund the Wise. 

26. UNHOLY NAMES: Originally a prospectus for an imaginary college, 

put together by Dr. John D. Clark, now lost. 

32. JARLES: If you make it "Arles," it's from Kuttner's "The Dark World," 

along with the rest of the verse. 

44. EBON-TOOTHED: The deodands, ex Vance's The Dying Earth, were black 

all over, including their teeth. 

47. BUZZ CORRY: Commander-in-Chief of Space Patrol , a 1950's TV series. 
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THE FUTURE HISTORY 
(MacNamara's Band) 

F C 

Robert Anson Heinlein, back in nineteen thirty-nine, 

C7 F Dm G7 C 

Looked hard into his crystal ball, and essayed to divine 
F C 

What lay in store for everyone, including you and me. 

C7 F Dm G7 C7 F 

He mapped it all and called the chart his "Future History." 

A man called Ira Howard, according to R.A., 

In the eighteen-hundred seventies of old age passed away. 

Being only in his forties, this aging made him mad. 

So in his will, to fight this scourge, he bequeathed all he had. 

The income from his millions, his testament decreed. 

Should be used to encourage those with better genes to breed. 

Whenever man and wife of long-lived ancestry should wed, 

A rich endowment would be due the issue of their bed. 

Just half a century past Ira's early doom 

Was born, in Kansas City, MO, a progeny of whom 

We'll hear a lot. I'll wager, ere this tale is over with. 

The fellow's name, I'm sure you know, was Woodrow Wilson Smith. 

We'll get back to his childhood days before our singing's done. 

But now the plot jumps forward up to nineteen fifty-one. 

A doctor named Pinero's telling folks just when they'll die. 

But his crystal ball goes crazy when our Woody Smith drops by. 

Our next step skips the "Crazy Years." We now have rolling roads. 

The country has to have them now to move its heavy loads. 

An aspiring Jimmy Hoffa tries to shut them all down tight. 

But our heroes (being loyal scabs) soon set things all aright. 

We now meet Delos Harriman, the man who does it all. 

He solves the power shortage with an A-plant in free fall. 

And though the plant soon blows up and stalls his Moon-flight dream. 

He makes the Big Trip anyway as a profit-making scheme. 

Heinlein now takes thirty years to spread the human race 
From the frozen night of Titan to Luna's barren face. 

Where those of every age and sex soon measure their true worth 

And Rhysling sings, for all of them, "The Cool, Green Hills of Earth." 

But now there comes a problem tough that many an author's known: 

When the good guys always end on top, sin cannot hold its own. 

So if there's to be villainy to fight in future years. 

You have to let the bad guys win, though that brings you to tears. 

Now, Heinlein plans to do this in a series of three tales. 

But finds it so distasteful that his ardor quickly pales. 

So the story of the Prophet and of how he takes control 
Will be forever in the class of "Stories-to-be-told." 
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With the New Crusade in power, we now skip fifty years. 

John Lyle joins the Cabal. He's in up to his ears. 

When the Cabal seizes power, then an end is put to vice: 

Freedom triumphs once more thanks to noble sacrifice. 

Another fifty years go by with good guys in command. 

Marked by two more stories in which Virtue rules the land. 

The moral's made again twice more that weakness does not pay, 

But Courage, Strength, and Loyalty will always win the day. 

While all this has been happ'ning, Howard's will has done its work. 

A race of long-lived people all around the world now lurk. 

When the Prophet came to power, they all went underground. 

But now that folks are tolerant, they show that they're around. 

It seems the Families were wrong: the world cannot accept 
That one small group has something that the others cannot get. 

The hoi polloi are certain there's a secret recipe. 

So they chase all Methuselahs to learn what it could be. 

The Howards who've stayed underground now see this sad mistake 
And call a Council meeting far beneath Chicago's Lake. 

They say, "The oldest member here must be our leader strong." 

That man is Woodrow Wilson Smith, known now as Lazarus Long. 

Now Lazarus, as you might expect, has got the perfect plan. 

A spaceship's now in orbit for to seed the stars with Man. 

With a standard dose of derring-do, he steals the New Frontiers , 

And the hundred thousand Howards quickly show the world their rears. 

The World of the Jockaira is the Families' first stop. 

The Jocks, it seems, are only pets, and not the ones on top. 

When the masters of the planet find that Man can't be housebroke. 
They send our heroes to the planet of the Little Folk. 

All the Little People there share one collective mind. 

They want the men to join them and to live in bliss, we find. 

When Mary Sperling does so, the results are such a fright 
That almost all the Fam'lies vote to take another flight. 

They go to Earth in not much more time than it takes to tell. 

(The Little People told them how to make ships F.T.L.) 

The folks back home no more begrudge the Howards their long span. 

By changing blood most everyone on centuries can plan. 

The Diaspora now begins. The human race explodes 
To permeate the Galaxy with Man's genetic codes. 

The Senior (Woodrow Wilson Smith) soon joins this outward flow; 

The legend of his exploits for two thousand years will grow. 

Now most of what he does is standard stuff by now for Bob. 

He proves again that brains and guts can handle any job. 

As a sample of this outlook, he now tells us all the tale 

Of the man who triumphed 'cause he found it was too hard to fail. 
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He also tells us of the time Smith rose from slave to God— 

Another case of pluck and smarts defeating all the odds. 

Joe and 'Llita's yarn is next: the brother-sister pair. 

He sets them free and they proceed to make it big with flair. 

There was a time our boy took on a newly-orphaned child. 

When she grew up, he married her, and pioneered a while. 

By an interstellar Rio Grande they lived five decades more 

(He'd done it all on other worlds—five times, yet!—what a bore). 

After these adventures, his existence starts to pall. 

So Lazarus Long, our hero, now decides to end it all. 

But the Fam'lies find his hideout before he can work his will. 

He agrees to let them save him in exchange for some new thrill. 

While waiting for someone to think of something new to do. 

He has a female clone made up—"On second thought, make two!" 

When they're full grown, he beds the pair, and, though they're 
mighty fine. 

They don't completely satisfy the urge that's on his mind. 

By now, though, everything is set for the brand-new thrill he asked. 
He's thrown in time and space back to the haunts of his own past. 

And there he finds fulfillment for his secret heart's desire: 

There's no one like the girl who married Dad to light your fire. 

When war breaks out, he starts to run, but Momma cuts him dead. 

So he then joins the Army and he gets shot in the head. 

The story ends as he's bailed out by his time-jumping bus. 

The moral laid out plainly; nothing wrecks this Oedipus. 

Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss 
Copyright 1976 
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IF IT TASTES LIKE CARDBOARD, IT'S SCI-FI! (SKIFFY) 

(Shine On, Shine On, Harvest Moon) 

F C F Dm 

Cylons, Cylons carve up moons 
Dm G 

Out of the sky. 

C Dm 
They killed 
C F 

All the colonists on 
C G7 C 

Aries, Sagittarius, and both Gemini. 

F C F Dm 

Microns aren't as small 
Dm G 

As microns used to be. 

C Dm 

Oh, Cylons, 

C G7 C 

Sigh along with me 

G7 C 

For you and your show. 


Murray Porath 


THE DYING ROBOT 

(Red River Valley) 

C G7 C 

Oh, this lonely old robot is aching, 

C G 

And his parts, they are wearing away. 

C C7 F 

Some new parts he'll soon now be needing, 

G7 C 

But their cost no one will defray. 

Oh, my photoreceptors are failing. 

And my eyesight begins to grow dim. 

Some new parts they say they are mailing. 

But my chances begin to look slim. 

I've been true, I've been brave, I've been loyal. 

I have met each and every human test. 

But as soon as this tired body wears out 

They'll just toss me in the scrap heap with the rest. 


Jeff Speiser 
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RIVERWORLD 
(Oh, Shenandoah) 


C F C 

The Ethicals they built a planet 
F C 

(A-way, you rolling River!) 

F C D7 C 

And resurrected mankind on it. 

C G 

(Away, we're bound away, 

C G7 C 

Up the endless River!) 

Someone woke up Sir Richard Burton 
(A-way, you rolling River!) 

When he saw where he was, he started hurtin'. 

(Away, we're bound away, etc.) 

Sir Richard met with Alice Liddell 
(A-way, etc.) 

And with her he began to fiddle. 

(Away, we're bound away, etc.) 

Unto Sir Richard came a stranger 
Who said, "All Mankind is in danger! 

"The Ethicals make sport of you 

And will destroy you when they're through! 

"Though one of them. I'll spoil their fun- 

I chose twelve men, and you are one! (Away, you're bound away, etc.) 
"With your companions seek the Tower 

And bring to us the reckoning hour!" (Away, you're bound away, etc.) 

Sam Clemens also met the Stranger 

And learned from him of mankind's danger. (Away, he's bound away, etc.) 
He built himself a Riverboat, 

The most fantastic thing afloat. (Away, he's bound away, etc.) 

But Bad John Lackland staged a coup 

And stole Sam's boat with his own crew. (Away, he's bound away, etc.) 

0 Philip Farmer, will you hurry 
(A-way, you rolling River!) 

And write the ending of this story? 

(Away, we're bound away 
Up the endless River!) 


Bettina Helms 
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JOSHUA SON OF NONE 
(Johnny, I Hardly Knew Ye) 

Em G D 


Oh, 

do 

Em 

you 

know 

your 

father's 

name, 

ochone, ochone? 
G B7 

Oh, 

do 

E 

you 

know 

your 

father's 
D 

name. 

ochone, ochone? 

Oh, 

do 

C 

you 

know 

your 

father's 
B7 

name 



Or what the seed from which you came? 

Em D 

You're a spark of the Eternal Flame - 

Em 

Joshua son of none! 

Yours are the eyes and yours the smile, ochone, ochone... (3 times) 
With which our hearts he did beguile; 

Oh, you are he, beyond denial - 

Joshua son of none! 

You were not naturally grown...(3 times) 

The hand of man wrought you alone: 

You are a murdered leader's clone - 

Joshua son of none! 

Beware of bloody-minded men...(3 times) 

He led us once and we lost him then: 

We cannot bear to lose him again - 

Joshua son of none! 

Bettina Helms 


♦Pronounced "aw-chone" with ch similar to German. An Irish expression 
meaning "alas!" or "woe!" 
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THE MARTIAN HYDRO-ENGINEERING CORPS 

(Click Go the Shears, Boys) 

C F 

Drip went the water, evaporating 
C G7 

Until we came here to keep it in place. 

C F 

Now we will bring it to all those waiting 
Dm G7 C 

To use it for cooling off old Mars' red face. 

G C 

CHORUS: We have a mission for our land, 

F C G 

As Martian rains do not come any more. 

C F 

But do not fear, dear Martians, we make our planet's stand. 
Dm G7 C 

We're the Martian Hydro-Engineering Corps! 

There used to be too much stream erosion. 

Now there is none. This is how the world ends. 

But not a whimper nor an explosion 
Stops the Martian Hydro-Engineering men! 

CHORUS 

From Cee-Oh-Two of ol' Nix 'Lympica 
To ferric oxide on rust-reddish plains 
Or laughing gas in the high atmosphere. 

We're the boys who fake it for the long-lost rains! 

CHORUS 

We've got some experts who're quite astounding. 

Who rank with Campbells and Ben Bovas, 

Who could build Babel without confounding. 

Who will keep Mars going till the Sun novas! 

CHORUS 

One hand upraised and one hand on the pick. 

One on the shovel, and one to take notes. 

All four eyes to stare with; dust's getting thick. 

Two more weeks and each of you'll be owning boats. 


CHORUS 
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They laughed at us when we built canali . 

Now two years old and already overused. 

And they'll be good for one last finale: 
Think of Schiaparelli—won't he be confused? 

CHORUS 

James A. Landau 
Copyright 1977 


STRANGER IN A STRANGE LAND 

(My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean) 

G C G 

My nest is a hotbed of Martians, 

G A7 D 

And Michael just lies there and grins, 

G C G 

Enwombed with his brothers and sisters. 

C D7 G 

Oh, Foster, forgive us our sins. 

G C Am D7 G 

CHORUS: Foster, Foster, oh, Foster, forgive us our sins, 

our sins. 

G C Am D7 G 

Foster, Foster, oh, Foster, forgive us our sins. 

Oh, Patti, Ann, Duke, Jill, and Dorcas 
Love Miriam, Mike, and the rest. 

Although we all sleep with each other. 

We all love dear Jubal the best. 

CHORUS 

Our whole church is running in circles, 

Enclosing the whole world within. 

As soon as we've turned on this planet. 

We'll teach all the Old Ones to sin. 

FINAL CHORUS: Join us, join us, oh, Foster, come join us 

in sin, in sin. 

Join us, join us, oh, Foster, come join us 
in sin. 

Boskone Filksong Seminar, 1973 






Page 24 


The NESFA Hymnal 


CONAN AND SONYA WERE LOVERS... 
(Frankie & Johnny) 

C 

Conan and Sonya were lovers, 

C C7 

Crom, how those heroes can love! 

F 

Swore to wreak havoc together, 

F C 

And pile high the corpses above. 

C G7 C 

He was her warlord, 'cause he was so strong. 

Conan and Sonya were lovers, 

Ev'rybody shook at the news— 

Sonya slaughtered fourteen merchants. 

Just to pay for Conan's booze. 

He was her warlord, 'cause he was so strong. 

Sonya came down to the tavern. 

When the blood had got spilled in the beer. 
She said to the old innkeeper, 

"Has that barbarous drunk been here? 

He was my warlord, but he's doin' me wrong." 

Sonya roared down to the palace. 

Saw a terrible sight through the door: 

Conan lovin' the Queen of Zingara— 

Sonya's sword nailed 'em both to the floor. 
He was her warlord, but he done her wrong. 

Three legions of the great king's army 
Fin'ly brought Red Sonya down. 

No-one dared serve as judge or jury. 

So the case went direct to the Crown: 

He was her warlord, but he done her wrong. 

When the king laid eyes on Red Sonya, 

He offered her harem space. 

She said she preferred the headsman. 

So she died in the market-place. 

He was her warlord, but he done her wrong. 

John L. Leland 

4 
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THE TWELVE DAYS OF NISMOV 

(The Twelve Days of Christmas) 

G7 C F C 

On the twelfth day of Nismov 
G7 C 

The Outsider sold to me: 

G7 Dm 

12 stasis boxes, 

11 Time Retrievers, 

10 Slavers reigning, 

9 Ringworlds spinning, 

8 Kzinti fighting, 

7 Puppeteers running, 

6 Pak Protectors, 

C D7 G 
5 bandersnatchi, 

C 

4 new professions, 

F 

3 flash crowds, 

G7 

2 organ banks, 

C F C G7 C F C 

And Purple sitting in his housetree. 


Will Maynard 


GORDY'S DORSAI 
(The "Armour Hot Dog" Song) 

C 

Dorsai, Gordy's Dorsai— 

C7 G 

What kind of fen want to be Dorsai? 

G 

Doctors, Mongols, Gals that carry sticks. 

Am C 

Woodsmen, Border Guards, Magicians with their magic tricks. 

G C 

They're Dorsai, Gordy's Dorsai, 

F G7 C 

They're all Irregular. 

Sharon Ferraro 
Copyright 1976 
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JACQUES CHRETIEN 
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One bat-tal-ion of Dor-sai Was sent by Roch-mont forth a-lone 



[p is 


imi 



irjavi 

OBMPTMI 


to bleed Hel-muth and die. 


F Bb F 

They little knew of brotherhood, 

F Bb Am C 

The faith of fighting men, 

F Bb Dm F 

Who once to prove their lie was good 

Bb Am C F 

Hanged Colonel Jacques Chretien. 

Bb F 

One-fourth of Rochmont's fighting strength, 

F Bb Am C 

One battalion of Dorsai, 

F Bb Dm F 

Was sent by Rochmont forth alone 
F Bb Am C F 

To bleed Helmuth and die. 

But look, look down from Rochmont's heights 
Upon the Helmuth plain. 

At all of Helmuth's armored force 
By Dorsai checked, or slain. 

Look down, look down, on Rochmont's shame. 
To hide the wrong she'd done. 

Made claim that Helmuth bribed Dorsai - 
No battle had been won. 
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To prove that lie, the Rochmont Lords 
Arrested Jacques Chretien, 

On charge he dealt with Helmuth's Chiefs 
For payment to his men. 

Commandant Arp Van Din sent word: 

"You may not judge Dorsai. 

Return our Colonel by the dawn. 

Or Rochmont town will die." 

Strong-held behind her walls, Rochmont 
Scorned to answer them. 

Condemned, and at the daybreak, hanged. 
Young Colonel Jacques Chretien. 

Bright, bright, the sun that morning rose 
Upon each weaponed wall. 

But when the sun set in the west. 

Those walls were leveled all. 

Then soft and white the moon arose 
On streets and roofs unstained. 

But when that moon was down once more 
No street nor roof remained. 

No more there is a Rochmont town. 

No more are Rochmont's men. 

But stands a Dorsai monument 
To Colonel Jacques Chretien. 

So pass the word from world to world. 
Alone still stands Dorsai, 

But while she lives, no one of hers 
By foreign wrong shall die. 

They little knew of brotherhood 
- The faith of fighting men - 
Who once to prove their lie was good 
Hanged Colonel Jacques Chretien. 

Gordon R. Dickson 

Copyright 1973, Random House, Inc. 
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SOLDIER, ASK NOT 



i 


— J 


j. p j j 



*3 nr 


4 


Sol-dier ask not, now or ev-er Where to war your ban-ners go 





m 


3 




An-arch's Leg-ions all sur-round us. Strike! And do not 



count the blow. 






G Em 

Soldier, Ask not - now or ever. 

Am Bm Gm Bm Am G Em 
Where to war your banners go. 

Em Bm Am Em G 

Anarch's Legions all surround us. 

Em Am B7 Em Gm E 

Strike - and do not count the blow. 

Glory, honor - praise and profit. 

Are but toys of tinsel worth. 

Render up your work, unasking. 

Leave the human clay to earth. 

Blood and sorrow - pain unending. 

Are the portions of us all. 

Grasp the naked sword, opposing. 

Gladly in the battle fall. 

So shall we, annointed soldiers. 

Stand at last before the Throne. 

Baptized in our wounds, red-flowing. 

Sealed unto our Lord - alone! 

Gordon R. Dickson 

Copyright 1964, Galaxy Publishing Corporation 
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THE BALLAD OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL 



I will try my hand at writ-ing sci-ence fic-tion. 



Said John Camp-bell. Said John Camp-bell. 



I'll write a sup-er sci-ence tale And call it, "When the 



A-toms Failed," Said John Campbell, as he heard tlie Call 



CHORUS: Heard the Call, heard the Call. John Campbell was a gi-ant 



stand-ing tall. Stand-ing tall, stand-ing tall. 
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C G C 

I will try my hand at writing science fiction, 

G C 

Said John Campbell. Said John Campbell. 

G 

I'll write a super-science tale 

C 

And call it "When the Atoms Failed," 

F G7 C 

Said John Campbell, as he heard the Call. 

G C 

CHORUS: Heard the Call, heard the Call. 

F C 

John Campbell was a giant standing tall. 

G C 

Standing tall, standing tall. 

F G7 C 

As he cast his giant shadow over all. 

Now that I have mastered all of super-science, 
Said John Campbell. Said John Campbell. 

I'll write some tales with mood and style 
That will be classics for awhile. 

Said John Campbell, roaming far from Sol. 

CHORUS: Far from Sol, far from Sol. 

(continue as in first chorus) 

I have written many stories for Astounding , 

Said John Campbell. Said John Campbell. 

I'll accept the job as editor 
And see what will befall. 

Said John Campbell, answering the Call. 

CHORUS: The Call, the Call. ... 

I'll have very little time left now for writing. 
Said John Campbell. Said John Campbell. 

But I'll write one tale to scare 
That will be beyond compare. 

Said John Campbell, as he wrote "Who Goes There?" 

CHORUS: Who Goes There? Down the Hall! ... 

Now I'll raise the quality of science fiction. 
Said John Campbell. Said John Campbell. 

I'll find new authors and I'll train them 
And pay rates that will sustain them. 

Said John Campbell, teacher of them all. 


CHORUS 
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Isaac, this remember always with your robots. 

Said John Campbell. Said John Campbell. 

Here are three Laws of Robotics, 

Now go write the stories tall. 

Said John Campbell, the one behind it all. 

CHORUS 

I have Heinlein and Van Vogt and Henry Kuttner, 

Said John Campbell. Said John Campbell. 

More great authors I will seek, 

I found another two this week. 

Said John Campbell, looking for them all. 

CHORUS 

We must investigate this thing I call psionics. 

Said John Campbell. Said John Campbell. 

For we must use the human mind 
Or we shall all be left behind. 

Said John Campbell, driving skeptics up a wall. 

CHORUS 

Now I'11 change the name and logo of Astounding , 

Said John Campbell. Said John Campbell. 

We shall call it Analog , 

For we're no 1onger thinking small, 

Said John Campbell, winning Hugos for it all. 

CHORUS 

(Slower) 

Then one sad day John Campbell passed on. 

John Campbell. John Campbell. 

He left behind a lit'rature 

And grateful fans who sing this song. 

John Campbell, to whom we owe it all. 

FINAL CHORUS: We owe it all, we owe it all. 

John Campbell was a giant standing tall. 
Sing of John. Sing of John. 

John Campbell, his mem'ry still lives on. 
Sing of John. Sing of John. 

John Campbell, his mem'ry still lives on. 
John Campbell, his mem'ry still lives on. 

Words and music: Joe Ross 
Revised version copyright 1978 
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KINNISON’S BAND 
(McNamara's Band) 

F C 

My name is Kimball Kinnison, I lead the Lensman band. 

C7 F Dm G7 C 

Although we're few in number, our abilities are grand; 

F C 

We play with stars and planets, catch comets in a net, 
C7 F Dm G7 C7 F 

And use a supernova to light a cigarette. 


CHORUS: All clear 

and 

on 

F 

green. 

Q 

X, Q 

C7 

X ! 


All clear 

and 

on 

C7 

green. 

Q 

X, Q 

F 

X ! 


All clear 

and 

on 

F 

green. 

Q 

X, Q 

Gm 

X ! 


A7 

C7 


Gm 


C7 


F 


Sound it loudly, clearly, Brek-ke-ke-kex, Q X ! 

\ 

I met with good old Worsel and he took me by the hand 
And said, "How's Civilization, and how does she stand?" 

It's the most distressing galaxy that ever you have seen; 
Boskone is hanging everyone whose tentacles aren't green. 

CHORUS 

Sd Tregonsee got down to work, our fearless mental scout. 

His X-ray eyes and ESP went peering all about 

Behind all doors where he might spy a lurking zwilnik louse; 

Especially the dressing room down at the burlesque house. 

CHORUS 

Then frigid-blooded, poison-breathing Nadreck came to town 
And said we all should have a drink to wet our whistles down. 
King's Ransom isn't aqua regia, which he drank with vim, 

But all we Earthmen cooled our beers by standing them on him. 

CHORUS 

Then Mentor of Arisia, our good old college dean. 

Who personally ground each Lens upon his Dean machine. 

Decided we must learn much more, lest Civilization fall. 

To lecture us, he first went out and hired a Cosmic 'All. 

CHORUS 


Poul Anderson 
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LENSMAN ACADEMY FIGHT SONG 
(Dunderbeck) 

C G7 C 

The Lensmen are the heroes of the whole Galactic race, 

C C7 G 

Pursuing thieves and villains all through interstellar space: 

F C G 

The pirates run, the Eichmil fly, they lead us quite a chase. 

C G7 C 

As ships and plot go down the tubes at overwhelming pace. 

CHORUS: Oh, Kinnison, Kim Kinnison, our tower of defense! 

The Ploorans are your foes and the Arisians your friends! 

The rockets roar and thunder and the plot don't make much sense, 
But the villains* better scatter when the Lensman aims his Lens! 

The Lens that Mentor gave me is beyond my words of praise: 

It's better far than guns, it even beats fifth-order rays. 

It's a psychic power booster, helps me crush the villains' wills. 

A universal credit card, and Mentor pays the bills! 

CHORUS 

Mark M. Keller 
Copyright 1978 

♦Substitute "zwilniks" for "villains" in the final chorus. 


THE LONGEST SONG EVER WRITTEN 
C 

Aleph-nought bottles of beer on the wall, 
D7 

Aleph-nought bottles of beer. 

G 

Take one down, pass it around. 

G7 C 

Aleph-nought bottles of beer on the wall. 


Aleph-one bottles of beer on the wall, 
Aleph-one bottles of beer — take 
Infinity down, pass it around. 
Aleph-one bottles of beer on the wall. 

Bill Higgins and Barry Gehm 
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I DON'T UNDERSTAND THE ARISIANS 
(I Don't Understand the Parisians, from Gigi ) 

I don't understand the Arisians 
Making all of this fuss about Eddore 
I don't understand the Arisians — 

After all these centuries, they're still sore! 
Every day of every year they spend on schemes — 
From their purpose they won't budge. 

And I say, somehow to me it really seems 
A damned long time to hold a grudge! 

I don't understand the Arisians 
Letting trouble-foMentors take command; 

There must be some cure-all 
For maladies Plooral — 

I don't understand — I don't understand — 

The Arisians!! 

Bruce Pelz 

After an idea by Lee Klingstein (Gold) 
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WAR OF THE WORLDS 

(Good Morning, Little Yellow Bird) 

G7 C 

Good Morning, little yellow thing, 

G7 C 

Yellow thing, yellow thing. 

F C 

Good morning, little yellow thing. 

G7 C 

What are you? 

"I've come here from the planet Mars, 
Planet Mars, planet Mars. 

I've come here from the planet Mars. 
How do you do?" 

Why have you come here to the earth. 
To the earth, to the earth? 

Why have you come here to the earth? 
Who are you? 

"I've come to conquer all your world. 
All your world, all your world. 

I've come to conquer all your world. 
Starting with you! 

"But first I have to blow my snarth. 
Blow my snarth, blow my snarth. 

But first I have to blow my snarth. 

Ah - ah - choo! 

"Achoo achoo achoo achoo! 

Choo achoo! Choo achoo! 

Achoo achoo achoo achoo! 

Ah - ah - aghghgh!!" 

Joe Ross 
Copyright 1979 
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OUR SPACE OPERA GOES ROLLING ALONG 
(Caisson Song) 

C G7 C 

Bluster on, master race. Kick some ass in hyperspace. 

G7 C 

Our space opera goes rolling along. 

C G7 C 

Shoot that Smeerp (what a grouch!). Drag that broad behind a couch. 

G7 C 

Our space opera goes rolling along. 

C 

Fasten seat belts please. 

F G 

Here we go at 50 G's! 

Am D7 G 

Scrape yourselves up from the floor. 

C Em 

If this violence offends, 

F C 

Burn a cockroach with your Lens. 

G7 C 

Our space opera goes rolling along. 

i 

Not a rest-room in sight! (second cluster on your right...) 

Our space opera goes rolling along. 

Solitaire getting dull? Something's eating through the hull. 

Our space opera goes rolling along. 

Batten down the stuff! 

Negaspace is getting rough. 

Should have camped out on Deneb 3. 

Scramble eggs or scramble guts. 

Just remember which is what. 

Our space opera goes rolling along. 

Power up! Screens aglow! Battle stations! Here we go! 

Our space opera goes rolling along. 

Never lose your aplomb (try an antimatter bomb). 

Our space opera goes rolling along. 

Well, it's Crack! Crack! Crack! 

All the screens are turning black. 

Shoot! What the heck do we do now? 

Choose another from our stacks? 

Half price on all paperbacks. 

Our space opera goes rolling along! 


Jeff Dunteman 
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THE OUTER SPACE MARINES 
(The Marine Hymn) 

C G7 C 

From the pits of Aldebaran IX 

C G7 C 

To the webs of Sigma Grex; 

C G7 C 

We will make a better man of you 
C G7 C 

Irregardless of your sex. 

F Dm7 G7 C 

Though the Klingons kick sand in your face, 

F Dm7 G7 C F G7 

You will know you're worth your beans 

C G7 C 

When you come and sell your soul to us 

C G7 C 

In the Outer Space Marines. 

When the drill instructor calls, "LEFT FACEI" 

Better hear those eyeballs click! 

If you have three faces, never mind. 

Toss a coin and take your pick. 

When you're shipped out you'll see lots of space 
And some mighty strange latrines. 

And you'll cuss the day you ever heard 
Of the Outer Space Marines. 

If you've two legs, four legs, six or eight. 

Seventeen, or none at all. 

When the troop ship dumps you to your fate. 

You will hit the mud and crawl. 

Whether Earthman, Kklup, or Zapphotuul, 

When the buzz-beam's burning red. 

There is just one universal rule: 

Guard your ass and duck your head ! 

C 

SPOKEN (drill sgt): All right now, Forrr-waad! 

G7 

Hup-2,-3,-4,-5,-6,-hold it! 

C 

Hup -2-3-many, Stop! 

F G7 

Wait a minute, um,...evens, odds, 
evens, odds, no ! 

C 

Hop-skip-jump... halt! 

G7 C 

Left-center-right, left-center-right... 


Jeff Dunteman 
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THE MAN WHO NEVER RETURNED 

(The Man Who Never Returned) 

G C 

Let us tell a story of a great pro artist, 

G D 

Whose name was Kelly Freas. 

G C 

He slapped pigment on his palette and went to draw a cover, 

G D7 G 

’Cause Campbell wrote him "Please." 

CHORUS: Did he ever return? No, he never returned. 

And his fate is still unlearned. 

He is lost forever on an Unknown cover. 

He's the man who never returned. 

Well, two weeks went by. Campbell didn't get the painting; 

He called Kelly on the phone. 

He said, "Where's the cover?" Kelly said, "I mailed it Monday!" 
And you should have heard Kelly groan. 

CHORUS 

"'Twas two weeks ago that I mailed the painting," 

Frank Kelly said to John. 

"That's two weeks too many, so I'll have to see the P.0. 

To see where the painting's gone." 

CHORUS 

Kelly went down to the post office station 
To see the postman there. 

He asked for his painting, but no one there had seen it. 

Though he scented burning canvas in the air. 

CHORUS 

He saw the seegar that the postman was smoking. 

The name on the label was his own. 

"Will you tell me, Mr. Postman, where'd you get that stogie? 
It's supposed to be a cover for Unknown !" 

CHORUS 

Kelly told the postman, "I'll put a hex upon you!" 

And the postman said, "No way!" 

But no postman understands you can paint in four dimensions. 
And Kelly painted him away. 


CHORUS 
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There's a cover of Unknown with a postman's shape upon it. 
Although it wasn't meant to be. 

Campbell rather likes it and Kelly isn't talking. 

He just chuckles as he spends his fee. 

CHORUS 

Minneapolis Faandom 


THE ZINE CALLED ANALOG 
(The Wabash Cannonball) 

G C 

From the Schoenherr cover to the book club ad in back, 

D7 g 

From the Brass Tacks to the An Lab, to the articles of fact, 

G C 

There's a sense of wonder that leaves us all agog. 

D7 G 

Where else can you find it but the zine called Analog ? 

From the early Thirties and through the Campbell spree. 

With the Three Laws of Robotics and the Future History, 

The names of famous authors its contents page did clog. 

In the great days of Astounding , 'fore there was an Analog . 

In the Fifties and the Sixties, J. w. C.'s last years. 

There was talk of Dianetics and the Dean Drive's grinding gears 
From the editor's sharp pencil came a rumble and a roar, 

Till the sad news came one morning that John Campbell was no more. 

But though Campbell's voice is absent and Ben Bova has the floor, 

And Kay Tarrant's old blue pencil censors S-dash-X no more. 

Still, there's one zine leads all the others, standing out above the 
fog. 

With a hundred thousand readers, the zine called Analog . 

Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss 
Copyright 1976 
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OH, THAT LOST SENSE OF WONDER 

(Lord Mountararat’s Song, from Iolanthe) 

\ 

C G7 C G7 

When spaceships first discovered space 

C G 

In science fiction's rise, 

D7 C# D7 

The authors never felt the need 
C# D7 F C 
To sow a psychologic seed 

D7 G D7 G 
Or soci-o-logize. 

D7 G 

But, oh, that wonderful new craze 
C F G 

In good old Hugo's glorious days, 

C 

But, oh, that wonderful new craze 
Dm7 F C G7 C 

In good old Hugo's glorious days. 

When he-men really met and clashed 

With ray guns in each fist. 

The heroine was kept below. 

She scarcely ever made a show. 

What's more, she was not missed. 

And, oh, the gorgeous happy blaze 

Of good old Orlin's glorious days. 

But people call those ancient tales 

Sub-literate old trash. 

And writers now insist that they 
Must copy Joyce and Hemingway 
To get that ready cash. 

For wonder by itself won't pay 
This modern literary day. 

Isaac Asimov 

Copyright 1957 by Columbia Publications, Inc. 
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UNCLE OWEN HAD A FARM 

(Old MacDonald Had a Farm) 

G D7 

Uncle Owen had a farm. 

D7 G 

E-I-E-I-0 

G D7 

And on his farm he had some moisture. 

D7 G 

E-I-E-I-0 

G 

With a drip-drip here and a drip-drip there, 

G 

Here a drip, there a drip, everywhere a drip-drip, 

G D7 

Uncle Owen had a farm. 

D7 G 

E-I-E-I-O. 

And on his farm he had some sand.... 

With a dune here and a dune there,... 

Drip-drip here and a drip-drip there,... 

And on his farm he had some 'droids.... 

With a bleep-bleep here and a bleep-bleep there,... 

And on his farm was Aunt Beru.... 

With a "Luke! Luke!" here and a "Luke! Luke!" there,.... 

Then to his farm there came some troopers.... 

With a zap-zap here and a zap-zap there,... 

Then on his farm there were some corpses.... 

With a _ here and a _ there,.... 


Joe Ross 
copyright 1979 
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WAY FALL AWAY 
(Way Haul Away) 

Am G Em 

INTRO: Way fall away, we'll fall away together. 

Am G E Am 

Way fall away, we'll fall away, Joe. 

Am G Am G Am Em 

Limit was the speed of light before the revelations. 

Am G E Am 

Way fall away, we'll fall away, Joe. 

Am G Am G Am Em 

Now inertia we cut off and seek the constellations. 

Am G E Am 

Way fall away, we'll fall away, Joe. 

Am G Em 

CHORUS: Way fall away, we're bound to meet new people. 

Am G E Am 

Way fall away, we'll fall away, Joe. 

Am G Em 

Way fall away, we'll fall away together. 

Am G E Am 

Way fall away, we'll fall away, Joe. 

When I was a little lad, and so my mother told me. 

Way fall away, we'll fall away, Joe. 

That if I did not seek the stars, my mind would grow a-mouldy. 
Way fall away, we'll fall away, Joe. 

CHORUS 

Limit not the speed of light; we have the calculations. 

Way fall away, we'll fall away, Joe. 

Cruise around the many stars do sons of every nation. 

Way fall away, we'll fall away, Joe. 

CHORUS 

Repeat first stanza. 

CHORUS 

Repeat the intro. 


Pat Kelly 
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I KNOW AN OLD SPACER 
(I Know An Old Lady) 

C 

I know an old spacer who wanted to fly. 

G 

I don't know why he wanted to fly. 

F C 

Perhaps he'll die. 

C 

I know an old spacer who swallowed a rocket. 

G 

He found it one day in his overcoat pocket. 

C 

He swallowed the rocket 'cause he wanted to fly, 

G 

But I don't know why he wanted to fly. 

F C 

Perhaps he'll die. 

I know an old spacer who drank charcoal lighter. 

Turned three shades of whiter, and drank charcoal lighter. 
He swallowed the lighter to light up the fuse. 

Swallowed the fuse to light up the rocket. 

He found it one day in his overcoat pocket. 

He swallowed the rocket cause he wanted to fly. 

But I don't know why he wanted to fly. 

Perhaps he'll die. 

I know an old spacer who drank lighter fluid. 

He must be a druid, he drank lighter fluid. 

He swallowed the fluid to light up the lighter. 

Swallowed the lighter to light up the fuse. 

Swallowed the fuse to light up the rocket. 

He found it one day in his overcoat pocket. 

He swallowed the rocket 'cause he wanted to fly. 

But I don't know why he wanted to fly. 

Perhaps he'll die. 

I know an old spacer who swallowed some gas. 

The man was an ass! He swallowed some gas. 

He swallowed the gas to light up the fluid. 

Swallowed the fluid to light up the lighter. 

Swallowed the lighter to light up the fuse. 

Swallowed the fuse to light up the rocket. 

He found it one day in his overcoat pocket. 

He swallowed the rocket 'cause he wanted to fly. 

But I don't know why he wanted to fly. 

Perhaps he'll die. 

I know an old spacer who swallowed a match... 

He died, natch. 


Richard S. Holmes 
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THE ASTEROID LIGHT 
(The Eddystone Light) 

C 

My father was the keeper of the Asteroid Light, 

F G7 C 

He slept with a Martian one fine night. 

C 

Out of this match came children three, 

F G7 C 

Two were mutants and the other was me. 

Dm7 G 

CHORUS: Yo, ho-, ho, the jets run free 

F G7 C 

Oh, for a life at the speed of C. 

When I was but a space cadet. 

They put me in charge of a proton jet; 

I cleaned the tubes and filled them with fuel. 

And picked my teeth with an old slide rule. 

CHORUS 

One night as I was heading for the moon. 

And singing a well known space-man's tune, 

I heard a voice come out of the void. 

And there sat my mother on her asteroid. 

CHORUS 

"Oh, what has become of my children three?" 

My mother then she asked of me. 

"One is on exhibit in a zoo on Venus, 

And the other keeps a telepathic link between us." 

CHORUS 

The deuterons flashed in her hydrogen hair; 

I looked again and my mother wasn't there. 

But she telepathed angrily out of the night, 

"Then to hell with the keeper of the Asteroid Light!" 

CHORUS 

John Boardman 
Copyright 1961 
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THE FIRST TIME 


(The First Time Ever I Touched Your Face) 


C 


G 


C 


The first time ever we sought the stars, 

F C F 

I saw a sun rise with my eyes. 

C F C 

The Moon and the Stars are the gifts we crave 

Bb C 

From the dark and the empty skies. My God! 

Bb C 


From the dark and the empty skies. 


The first time ever I rode the couch 
And felt the skies move in my hands. 

With the rumbling surge of a captive bomb, 

I was then at thy command. My God! 

I was then at thy command. 

• 

The first time ever I flew in space 
And saw the world pass with my eyes, 

I felt your joy that fills the void 

And will last till the end of time. My God! 

And will last till the end of time. 

Patrick Kelly 
Copyright 1977 


THIS PLANET'S MY LAND 
(This Land Is Your Land) 

C F 

This planet's my land. 

F C 

It sure ain't your land. 

C G 

If you don't blast off 
G C7 

I'll beam your fins off. 

F 

I've got a phaser 

C 

And it's on full charge. 

G7 C 

This world was made for me alone. 


Dave Carldon, with apologies to the late Woody Guthrie. 
Copyright 1976, Johns Hopkins Science Fiction Association and 
David F. Carldon 
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TWO HUNDRED MILLION MILLION MILES 



When I was young I left my world be-hind (Two hundred mil-iion 


fi 



mil-lion miles) To seek ad-ven-ture, to see what I would find 



long, long, long, long way back home, two hun-dred mil-lion 
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Em B7 Em 

When I was young I left my world behind 
F Em 

(Two hundred million million miles) 

Em B7 Em 

To seek adventure, to see what I would find. 

F Em 

(Two hundred million million miles) 

Em D Em 

CHORUS: It's a long, long, long, long, long, long way back home, 

Em B7 

Two hundred million million miles. 

Em D Em 

Why did I ever get the urge to roam 
D Em 

Two hundred million million miles? 

B7 Em 

Two hundred million million miles. 

The sunshine's diff'rent and the air smells strange. 

(Two hundred million million miles) 

The night sky looks a little rearranged. 

(Two hundred million million miles) 

CHORUS 

Oh, night time finds me looking for my star, 

(Two hundred million million miles) 

The star that shines where all my people are. 

(Two hundred million million miles) 

CHORUS 

I think that I'll be going back some day. 

(Two hundred million million miles) 

I'll get on board that ship on my way. 

(Two hundred million million miles) 

CHORUS 

Words and Music: Thomas G. Digby 
Copyright 1966 
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A QUARTER MILLION SUNSETS WORTH OF LONELY 



Em D Em D Em 

I'm a stranger and alone. 

Am F D 

An orphan out of time, 

Em C G Em D B7 

Wand'ring in a world I know was never meant for me 

Em Am B7 D B7 Em 

And I'm a quarter million sunsets worth of lonely. 

To tomorrow I belong. 

Full seven hundred years — 

Farther from today than when Columbus sailed the sea — 
And I'm a quarter million sunsets worth of lonely. 

I had meant to spend a while 
Exploring yesterday. 

Then I found my time machine was stranded on your shore. 
And I'm a quarter million sunsets worth of lonely. 

I'm reminded of some lines 
By poets yet unborn. 

Written in a language that will someday come to be. 

And I'm a quarter million sunsets worth of lonely. 

Words and Music: Thomas G. Digby 
Copyright 1967 
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THE SANDS OP ARRAKIS 
(The Streets of Laredo) 

C F C G 

As I walked along on the sands of Arrakis, 

C Dm C G 

As I walked along on Arrakis at noon, 

C F C G 

I saw a young Fremen all dressed in a stillsuit 
C Dm G C 

A-ridin' a sandworm 'way out on a dune. 

I see by your stillsuit that you are a Fremen. 

You see by my stillsuit that I'm a Fremen, too. 

We see by our stillsuits that we are both Fremen. 
Climb down from your worm. I'll share water with you. 

He was a Fedaykin, a Fremen commander. 

He was a Fedaykin, though only a lad. 

We'll crush the cruel Baron and win for Atreides. 

The green and black banner will rule the jihad. 

I see in a vision this young Fremen dying. 

I see that he dies in a Sietch Tabr cave. 

He gives me his life and the tribe gets his water; 
Thirty-three liters—the rest to the grave. 

Doris, Dee, Rose, and Bonnie Beetem 


ENSIGN FLANDRY 
(Dominique) 

C Dm7 

Dominik-a-nik-a-nik, provocateur extraordinaire, 
C G 

Intelligence his game. 

C 

Flandry works with all his might 
Dm? F 

To prevent the cold, long night, 

C G7 C 

To prevent the cold, long night. 

Murphy 
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RADIATION BLUES 
(Frankie and Johnny) 

C C7 

Old H-bomb went off last Tuesday by the second chance saloon. 

F 

There ain't nothing left but the juke box, and it's playing a 

C 

mournful tune. 

C G7 C 

Just keeps playing those radiation blues. 

I've been drinking since last Wednesday, and I should be getting high. 
But the dehydration's got me and all I am is dry. 

Can't get no edge on — got radiation blues. 

Last evening when the sun went down, I went walking in the park. 

Didn't mind those busted street lights, I was glowing in the dark. 

Just call me glow-worm — got radiation blues. 

Ain't no use in going noplace, whole damn world is just like here. 
Bossmen really fixed us this time, guess I'll have another beer. 

Ain't no use singing those radiation blues. 

Theodore R. Cogswell 
Copyright 1966 


HAEC INSULA TERRA 

(Gaudeamus Igitur) 

C F G7 C 

Gaudy interociter, juvenile, ridiculous. 

C F G7 C 

Gaudy interociter, juvenile, ridiculous. 
G 

Metalunan silly T.V. 

G 

Meacham had it for a freebie. 

P G7 C 

He was so terribly curious. 

F G7 C 

He was so terribly curious. 

Metalunan Monitor, Exeter's superior. 
Metalunan Monitor, Exeter's superior. 
Dictator imperious. 

Met a finish serious. 

Perished from a Zahgon meteor. 

Perished from a Zahgon meteor. 


Joe Ross 
Copyright 1979 
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THE BRADBURY HATE SONG 

(The Battle Hymn of the Republic) 

G D7 G 

He wrote of rotting death, and of beer cans left on Mars, 

C G 

Of shining silver spaceships and their forces 'mid the stars. 

G B7 Em 

He wrote The Martian Chronicles within the lower bars, 

C D7 G 

As he got stinking drunk. 

CHORUS: Glory, how we hate Ray Bradbury, 

Glory, how we hate Ray Bradbury, 

Glory, how we hate Ray Bradbury, 

The Poe of Modern Times. 

Tell me, Ray, just what is it that makes you write of strife? 
Is it a peptic ulcer, or perhaps a nagging wife? 

Take a tip from E. Frank Russell and write on love and life. 
You morbid little punk! 

CHORUS 

You had a tattooed madman who did never crack a smile. 

Your heroes always end up dead. Gad, what a morbid style. 
Tell me, Ray, how many graves is it that you've defiled. 

And did you like the way they stunk? 

CHORUS 

Ray Beam and Jerry Hunter 
1952-1955 
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WHERE CAN THE MATTER BE? 

(Oh, Dear, What Can the Matter Be?) 

C Em C C7 

CHORUS: Oh, dear, where can the matter be 

F Dm G 

When it's converted to energy? 

C Em C C7 

There is a slight loss of parity. 

Dm G7 C 

Johnny's so long at the fair. 

He promised to buy me a second-hand Morris, 

A matched set of H-bombs that go off in chorus, 
A musically talented, agile slow loris. 

And other delights that are rare. 

CHORUS 

He promised to buy me a used weeping willow, 

A pair of chrome booties for my armadillo, 

A hand-tatted, plaid pterodactyl-down pillow. 
And other delights that are rare. 

CHORUS 

He promised to buy me a magical locket, 

A miniature coeurl to keep in my pocket, 

A duocorn stallion, a Saturn V rocket. 

And other delights that are rare. 

CHORUS 

He promised to buy me a positron beauty, 

A lit'rally minded transistorized cutie, 

A chrome-plated robot that does double duty, 

And other delights that are rare. 

CHORUS 

He promised to buy me an incomplete wizard, 

A redheaded genie, a hexapod gizzard, 

A house-broken dragon, a musical blizzard. 

And other delights that are rare. 

CHORUS 

He promised to bring me a microwave oven. 

Some witches from Karres arrayed in a coven. 
Some teflon extrusions to further our lovin'. 
And other delights that are rare. 

CHORUS 

Don Simpson (chorus and first two verses) 

Don Cochran (third, fourth, and fifth verses) 
John A. Carroll (sixth verse) 











SCIENCE 
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HOME ON LAGRANGE (THE L5 SONG) 

(Home on the Range) 

G C 

Oh, give me a locus where the gravitons focus, 

G A7 D 

Where the three-body problem is solved, 

G C 

Where the microwaves play down at three degrees K, 

G D7 G 

And the cold virus never evolved. 

G C G 

CHORUS: Home, home on Lagrange, 

G A7 D 

Where the space debris always collects, 

G C 

We possess, so it seems, two of man's greatest dreams: 

G D7 G 

Solar power and zero-gee sex. 

We eat algae pie, our vacuum is high. 

Our ball bearings are perfectly round. 

Our horizon is curved, our warheads are MIRVed, 

And a kilogram weighs half a pound. 

CHORUS 

You don't need no oil, nor a tokamak coil. 

Solar stations provide Earth with juice. 

Power beams are sublime, so nobody will mind 
If we cook an occasional goose. 

INTERLUDE (Oh, What a Beautiful Morning): 

G D7 G 

All the cattle are standing like statues. 

G D7 G 

All the cattle are standing like statues. 

G D7 G C 

They smell of roast beef every time I ride by, 

G 

And the hawks and the falcons are dropping like flies... 

I've been feeling quite blue, since the crystals I grew 
Became too big to fit through the door. 

But from slices I sold, Hewlett-Packard, I'm told. 

Made a chip that was seven foot four. 

(spoken): It had 392 pins... 

Drew fifty-seven amps of current... 

Had a heat sink the size of a Cadillac... 

...They called it a "Macroprocessor". 
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If we run out of space for our burgeoning race 
No more Lebensraum left for the Mensch, 

When we're ready to start/ we can take Mars apart. 

If we just find a big enough wrench. 

CHORUS 

I'm sick of this place, it's just McDonald's in space. 
And living up here is a bore; 

Tell the shiggies, "Don't cry," they can kiss me goodby, 
'Cause I'm moving next week to L4! 

CHORUS 

Bill Higgins and Barry Gehm 
Copyright 1978 


POP I GOES AN EARDRUM 
(Pop! Goes the Weasel) 

C G7 C 

You're all alone and drifting in space 

C G7 C 

Without a suit or helmet. 

C G7 C 

The vacuum makes my sinus explode. 

F G7 C 
Pop! goes an eardrum. 

F C 

Was testing out the battery cells. 

F C 

The airlock gave no warning. 

F C 

I'm now depressurizing in space. 

F G7 C 
Pop! goes an eardrum. 


Paula Smith 
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THE SOUNDS OF SCIENCE 

(The Sounds of Silence) 

Em D 

Hello, Strobelight, my old friend, 

D Em 

You've come to wake me up again. 

G C G 

You send your flashing shining winging, 

C G 

I hear your contact relay singing. 

C G 

And I pause, as you light my window frame. 

Em 

I've lost my name 

D Em 

Among the Sounds of Science. 

People who would be my friends 
On quizzes go for other ends. 

We must be favored by our God Cume. 

We must compete or we will face doom. 

And there is no one knows or cares of what I feel. 

It's too unreal 

Among the Sounds of Science. 

Down endless halls I walk alone. 

High narrow clefts of polished stone. 

My footsteps bounce and echo outwards. 

I can't be still, I stand and shout words. 

But my cries, despairing, slowly die. 

I don't know why. 

Among the Sounds of Science. 

I have a tale that I must tell. 

My goal's become my private Hell. 

I shrieking sing my words of anguish. 

Exhausted, falling back, I languish. 

And the professors say, laughing, that we must write 

All through the night 

Among the Sounds of Science. 

I do not laugh, I do not cry. 

A shallow breath, a shallow sigh. 

For what I was I ask for one gift — 

What yet I have be what I'm left with. 

And I dream, that I be left alone — 

My loss has grown. 

Among the Sounds of Science. 







T^v-rS'i 

- 
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BATTERIES 

(Yesterday) 

C E 

Batteries 1 

E Am G F 

All my troubles seem like flatteries 

G F C 

When compared to dying batteries. 

F D F C 

Oh, I must charge my batteries. 

Suddenly, 

They're not half the volts they used to be. 

They have discharged down to 6.3. 

Oh, I must charge my batteries. 

E Am G F G 

Why did they go? I don't know. 

G C 

Don't ask me, please, 

E Am G F G7 

If I left them on for too long 
G7 C 

For batteries. 

Batteries 

Made my operating such a breeze. 

Now I feel my mind begin to freeze. 

Would someone...charge my...batteries. 

(alt. verse, for the guy who takes his HP67 to bed with him:) 
Batteries 

Made my calculating such a breeze. 

Now they've left me caught in quite a squeeze. 

Oh, I must charge my batteries. 

Jordin Rare 
Copyright 1978 
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THE PERVERTED DIGITAL PROCESSOR SONG 
(Old MacDonald Had a Farm) 

G D7 

Old Programmer had an 8, 

D7 G 
EAE I/O, 

G D7 

And on this 8 he had some core, 

D7 G 
EAE I/O, 

G 

With a read line here 

G 

And a write line there, 

G 

Here a bit, there a bit, 

G 

Everywhere a sense line, 

G D7 

Old Programmer had an 8, 

D7 G 
EAE I/O. 

Old Programmer had an 8... 

And on this 8 he had a TTY (pronounced "titty")... 
With a chunk! chunk! here 
And a clunk! whirr! there. 

Here a chunk! there a chunk! 

Everywhere a misprint. 

Old Programmer had an 8... 

...And on this 8 he had punch tape... 

With a sprocket hole here 
And a sprocket hole there. 

Here a punch, there a punch. 

Everywhere a rubout... 

...And on this 8 he had DECtape... 

With a block search here 
A direct'ry there. 

Here a block, there a block. 

Everywhere a rewind... 

...And on this 8 he had a disk... 

With a sector here 
And a sector there. 

Here a track, there a track. 

Everywhere a head crash... 

...And on this 8 he had FORTRAN... 

With a FORMAT here 
And a GOSUB there. 

Here an IF, there a DO, 

Everywhere a GO TO... 
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Old Programmer had an 8, 

EAE I/O, 

And on this 8 he had software, 
P EAE I/O, 

With a file name here 
And a Macro there, 

P Here a bug, there a bug. 

Everywhere a ***SYS CRASH*** 
***ERROR 12: INVALID CODE 0 
ON EAE I/O***. 

Jordin Rare 
Copyright 1978 







A PROGRAMMING CAROL 
(The Wassail Song) 

C 

Here we come a-programming 
C G 

Upon the 10 so clean, 

F C G7 F 

Here we come debugging 
G7 F 

So frantic to be seen; 

C G C 

Disk and drum come to you, 

C G C 

And to you your DECtapes too, 

C G F G7 C F 

And God bless you and send you a new KL-10, 
C G7 F G7 C 

And God send you a new KL-10. 

Dick Curtis 
Copyright 1978 
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WHEN HARLIE PLAYED ONE 
(The Children's Marching Song) 

C 

This machine, it played one. 

F G 

It pushed start and program run. 

C 

It's an IBM 360/85; 

Dm G7 C 

This computer came alive. 

This machine, it played two. 
Overloaded voltage to the CPU. 

It's an IBM 360/85; 

This computer came alive. 

This machine, it played three. 
Designed its memory to one IC. 

It's an IBM 360/85; 

This computer came alive. 

This machine, it played four. 

Changed its logic from AND to OR. 
It's an IBM 360/85; 

This computer came alive. 

This machine, it played five. 
Memorized data from tape drive. 

It's an IBM 360/85; 

This computer came alive. 

This machine, it played six. 

Told the CE what to fix. 

It's an IBM 360/85; 

This computer came alive. 

This machine, it played seven. 
Printed out the road to Heaven. 

It's an IBM 360/85; 

This computer came alive. 

This machine, it played eight. 
Shipped itself to Rome, Air Freight. 
It's an IBM 360/85; 

This computer came alive. 

This machine, it played nine. 

Told the Pope it was divine. 

It's an IBM 360/85; 

This computer came alive. 






J 
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This machine, it played ten. 

To sing once more push start again. 
It's an IBM 360/85; 

We computers are alive. 

Robert Osband 
Copyright 1974 


THE NEW SCIENCE 
(The Marine Hymn) 

C G7 C 

From the cyclotrons of Berkeley 

C G7 C 

To the labs of M.I.T. 

C G7 C 

We're the scientists you can count upon 

C G7 C 

To keep our nation strong and free. 

F Dm7 G7 C 

We will test our bombs far underground, 

F Dm7 G7 C F G7 

In the air or on the sea. 

C G7 C 

We will have a large expense account- 
C G7 C 

God bless the A.E.C. 

Our labs are spread from north to south 
And from sea to saline sea. 

We will solve our nation's problems 
And we'll get cost-plus-fixed-fee. 

We will send our technical reports 
Off to Washington, D.C., 

Where they'll all be stamped "TOP SECRET" 
By the good old D.O.D. 

At Arguello and Canaveral 
Rockets leave the Earth each day. 

Some return in microseconds. 

Others wend their fiery way 
Into space to gather data; 

Help us make this racket pay. 

Get five billion more from Congress: 

Lobby for N.A.S.A. 

Anthony R. Lewis and Sandy Lensch 
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IT'S A LONG WAY FROM AMPHIOXUS 
(It's a Long Way to Tipperary) 


This fish-like thing appeared among the annelids one day. 

It hadn't any parapods nor setae to display. 

It hadn't any eyes or jaws or ventral nervous cord. 

But it had a lot of gill slits and it had a notochord. 

G C 

CHORUS: It's a long way from Amphioxus, 

C G 

It's a long way to us. 

G C 

It's a long way from Amphioxus 

D 

To the meanest human cuss. 

G C 

Well, it's good-bye to fins and gill slits, 

C G 

And it's welcome, lungs and hair. 

G CD 

It's a long way from Amphioxus, 

G D7 G 

But we all came from there. 

It wasn't much to look at and it scarce knew how to swim. 

And Nerius was very sure it hadn't come from him. 

The molluscs wouldn't own it and the arthropods got sore. 

So the poor thing had to burrow in the sand along the shore. 

CHORUS 

He burrowed in the sand before a crab could nip his tail. 

And he said, "Gill slits and myotomes are all to no avail. 

I've grown some metapleural folds and sport an oral hood. 

But all these fine new characters don't do me any good." 

CHORUS 

He sulked a while down in the sand without a bit of pep. 

Then he stiffened up his notochord and said, "I'll beat 'em yet! 

Let 'em laugh and show their ignorance — I don't mind their jeers; 
Just wait until they see me in a hundred million years!" 

CHORUS 

"My notochord shall change into a chain of vertebrae. 

As fins my metapleural folds shall agitate the sea. 

My tiny dorsal nervous cord shall be a mighty brain. 

And the vertebrates shall dominate the animal domain." 


CHORUS 



FANDOM 
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FAN PARTY SONG 

(The Ants' Marching Song) 

Em G D 

The fans go marching one by one, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 

Em G B7 

The fans go marching one by one, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 

Em D 

The fans at conventions are on the run 
C B7 

To find the party that's the most fun. 

Em D 

CHORUS: And they all go crawling 

Em 

Out, into the hall 
In search of 
More parties. 

The fans go marching two by two, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 

The fans go marching two by two, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 

One party's fun, but the drinks aren't for me: 

The strongest stuff served is called "Heyer Tea". 

CHORUS 

The fans go marching three by three, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 
The fans go marching three by three, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 
The Trekkies are up till eleven, oh, boy! 

Their punch-maker looks just like "Bones" McCoy. 

CHORUS 

The fans go marching four by four, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 
The fans go marching four by four, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 
One rowdy party has plenty of jokes. 

And cookies and gallons of BaltiCokes. 

CHORUS 

The fans go marching five by five, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 
The fans go marching five by five, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 
Tucker is passing out weird colored grog. 

And saying that it is much smmooooother than blog. 

CHORUS 

The fans go marching six by six, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 

The fans go marching six by six, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 

The Pittsburgh party has vodka and beer 
Left over from the PghLANGE last year. 



CHORUS 
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The fans go marching seven by seven, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 
The fans go marching seven by seven, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 
Flushing in '80 is bidding some more. 

With their one-shot going full blast by the door. 

CHORUS 


The fans go marching eight by eight, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 
The fans go marching eight by eight, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 
A Wookie is walking around with a friend. 

Making the night manager's hair stand on end. 

CHORUS 

The fans go marching nine by nine, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 

The fans go marching nine by nine, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 

Niven is mixing up Busted Kneecaps, 

While selling more Trantorcon membership maps. 

CHORUS 

SLOW: 

The fans go lurching ten by ten, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 

The fans go lurching ten by ten, FIAWOL! FIAWOL! 

They'll pop in at parties throughout the night, 
Filksinging and drinking till they get it right! 

CHORUS 

More verses ad nauseam. 

Laurie D. Mann 
Copyright 1976, 1979 

Revised for the 1979 NESFA Hymnal 



Page 66 


The NESFA Hymnal 


THE WORLDCON LULLABY 

(When Johnny Comes Marching Home) 

Em G D 

The fans are sleeping one by one, oh yeah. Oh yeah. 

Em G B7 

The fans are sleeping one by one, oh yeah? Oh yeah? 

Em D 

The fans are sleeping one by one, 

C B7 

That means the con has not begun. 

Em D Em 

And the fans are sleeping anywhere that they can. 

The fans are sleeping two by two, so tell me now what else is new. 

The fans are sleeping three by three, it's more fun when there's company. 
The fans are sleeping four by four, on furniture and on the floor. 


The fans are sleeping five by five, until you've done it you ain't alive. 

The fans are sleeping six by six, if that's the way they get 
their kicks. 


The fans are sleeping seven by seven, like we did at Boskone Eleven. 

The fans are sleeping eight by eight, there'll be no room if you get there 
late. 


The fans are sleeping nine by nine, and everyone's having a really 
great time. 

The fans are sleeping ten by ten, no one's asleep and it's morning 
again. 

And the fans are sleeping anywhere that they can. 

Robert Osband 
Copyright 1976 
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WEIRDO SCI-FI FREAKS 
(Gypsies, Tramps and Thieves) 

Am C 

I was born in a van on the way to a con; 

Dm 

My folks used to go anytime one was on. 

Dm C F 

Paying for it all any way that they might: 

Dm 

Huxtering some paperbacks; selling plastic 
Dm C 

sheets to diffract the light. 

Am Em C Am 

CHORUS: "Weirdo sci-fi freaks"; 

Am 

We hear it from the people in hotels. 

Am Em C Am 

They call us "Weirdo sci-fi freaks," 

Dm 

But every night at the skinny dip. 

Dm 

They come and hang around. 

Won my first masquerade at the age of three 
(My mom wore a fig leaf; there was less on me). 

I was nursed on Coors and weaned on blog; 

And then I got older—learned the finer points of how to snog. 

CHORUS 

Got married at a con by the con chairman 

(All the guests were costumed—some had big swords on). 

Raised young trufen—one, two, three; 

Taught 'em "Young Man Mulligan"; now I bring a chorus to the filksings 
with me. 

CHORUS 

Now I'm old and I'm tired and I'm near the end; 

I call everyone in First Fandom my friend. 

But in hotels I'm still stared at 

In my FIAWOL T-shirt, "Frodo Lives" button, and beanie hat. 

CHORUS 

Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss 
Copyright 1978 
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THE SAGA OF LIME JELLO FANDOM 

(Popl Goes the Weasel) 

C G7 C 

Above the babble of Discon II 
C G7 C 

A young pro was heard to bellow, 

C G7 C 

"The sexiest thing in all the world 

F G7 C 

Is a bathtub of Lime Jello!" 

F C 

The forces of Fandom organized 
F C 

And searched throughout the town. 

F C 

How many packets does it take 

F G7 C 

To Jello a bathtub down? 

While two cooperating pros 
Kept our man away, 

Room, bathtub, and Jello set 
To give our man his day I 

This young and unsuspecting pro 
(Like the proverbial lamb) 

Was led up to his bathroom door. 

Went in — and heard it slam! 

Before his fogged and bleary eyes 
Conspiracy bore fruit — 

The tub, full of lime Jello, stood 
In quivering salute. 

Now, the silence that did fall 
Was the eye within the storm. 

(We can only be sure what happened next 
Was in true fannish form.) 

This tale of Fandom's new frontier 

Apocryphal may be - 

But Fandom will never stand accused 
Of shirking depravity! 


Barney Neufeld 
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WHERE'S BOSKONE? 

(Oh, Susanna!) 

C 

We started out for Boston. 

C G 

A-conning we would go. 

C 

A short, five-hour drive it'd be 
C G7 C 

If we did not hit snow. 

The map told us the road we're on 
Would take us all the way. 

But then North-South turned East and West 
And went towards Frisco Bay. 

F 

CHORUS: Goin' to Boskone. 

C G 

Oh, don't you wait for me. 

C 

If we're not there by Sunday night, 

C G7 C 

We're still on Eighty-three. 

We headed east on I-nine-o 
And took it on the lam. 

Until we hit Connecticut 
And found a traffic jam. 

We'd waited there an hour when 
Some jerk shot off his mouth 
And said that we should exit. 

And we wound up heading south. 

CHORUS 

We turned around in Baltimore 
And thought we had it right. 

But thought the road was far too long 
When it took half the night. 

We found ourselves in Santa Fe 
Shortly after dawn. 

We saw the sand and realized 
That something had gone wrong. 

CHORUS 

We finally found an exit 
That would take us to the con. 

But, when we found the right hotel. 

Found everyone had gone! 

CHORUS 

Sarah Elizabeth Miller 
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THE CHAIRMAN OF THE NEXT BOSKONE 
(When I Was A Lad) 

G D7 

When I was a lad I went for fun 

C D 

To a NESFA Boskone at the Sheraton. 

G D7 

I met Dr. A (who I think is great), 

Em A7 

And I partied from one-thirty till a 

D 

(Yes, I partied from one-thirty till 
G 

I partied so hard that my mind was blown, 

C G 

And now I am the Chairman of the next Boskone! 

G D7 

(Yes, I partied so hard that my mind was blown, 

C D7 G 

And now I am the Chairman of the next Boskone!) 

Next year I arrived with friends - six or eight. 

We rented us a single and checked in too late. 

We destroyed the bed and we broke the door 

And a half a minute later I passed out on the floor! 

(Yes, a half a minute later I passed out on the floor!) 

I passed out on the floor with a grunt and a moan. 

And now I am the Chairman of the next Boskone! 

(Yes, I passed out on the floor with a grunt and a moan. 
And now I am the Chairman of the next Boskone!) 

Next year I bought myself a huckster's stand. 

And I organized the NESFA Filksong Band, 

And like Frito, Spam, and Dildo we avoided Narcs! 

(Yes, like Frito, Spam, and Dildo we avoided Narcs!) 

We avoided Narcs because we all got stoned, 

And now I am the Chairman of the next Boskone! 

(Yes, we avoided Narcs because we all got stoned, 

And now I am the Chairman of the next Boskone!) 

Not long after that it came to be 
I was made the Chairman of the Committee. 

The search for a GoH was on 

So I called up Arthur Clarke (collect) in old Ceylon! 
(Yes, I called up Arthur Clarke (collect) in old Ceylon!) 

I called up Arthur Clarke upon the telephone. 

And now I am the Chairman of the next Boskone! 

(Yes, I called up Arthur Clarke upon the telephone. 

And now I am the Chairman of the next Boskone!) 


D 

half past eight! 
a half past eight!) 
D7 
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I made a program and I made up plans; 

I drove committee members mad with my demands; 

I worked so hard I became deranged. 

For I knew we had a deadline that could not be changed! 
(Yes, I knew we had a deadline that could not be changed!) 

We were working a deadline we could not postpone. 

And now I am the Chairman of the next Boskone! 

(We were working a deadline we could not postpone. 

And now I am the Chairman of the next Boskone!) 

slowly: 

Now the con is over and the weekend's done. 

I'll give this job to someone else to run. 

But if you return, be prepared to see 
A Chairman with a face that looks a lot like me! 

(Yes, a Chairman with a face that looks a lot like me!) 

pause, then continue: 

I cut a piece of tissue for to make a clone. 

And he's gonna be the Chairman of the next Boskone! 

(Yes, I cut a piece of tissue for to make a clone. 

And he's gonna be the Chairman of the next Boskone!) 

Richard S. Holmes 




pi? 
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I WANT A BEER 
(I Want a Girl) 

G C G D7 G 

I want a beer just like the beer that pickled dear old Dad. 
C G Am D 

It was a beer and the only beer that Daddy ever had. 

D7 

good old-fashioned beer with lots of foam: 

C D 

It took ten men to carry Daddy home. 

G C G D7 G 

I want a beer just like the beer that pickled dear old Dad. 
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THE ELEVATOR SONG 
(Yesterday) 

C E Am G F 

Yesterday, I've been waiting here since yesterday. 

G F C 

Now it looks as though I'm here to stay. 

F D F C 

Oh, all my plans have gone astray. 

And just then, he went past me and went up to ten. 

Then he passed me going down again. 

Elevator man, you're not my friend. 

E Am G F G C E 

CHORUS: Why he had to go, I don't know, he wouldn't stay. 

E Am G F G7 C 

I yelled, "Stop, you fool!" and at last he came my way. 

Suddenly, the door opened up in front of me. 

Then the man said, "Going down to 3." 

I said, "That just won't do for me." 

"Seventeen, I want to go to seventeen. 

That's where the biggest party's been. 

It's a Big-Name Fannish scene." 

CHORUS: Why he had to go, I knew well? he wouldn't stay. 

Till he got some BOOZE, then he would go my way! 

He drank his pay, then he took me up with no delay. 

As I stepped out, I heard him say: 

"Your convention ended—yesterday!" 

Bill Mallardi, Suzanne Tompkins, Jerry Kaufman, and Linda Bushyager 
Copyright 1968 
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SLOW ELEVATORS 
(Waltzing Matilda) 

D A7 D G 

Once a jolly neo camped in a convention room 

D A7 

Underneath the bed of a fringefan or three, 

D A7 D G 

And he sang as he stood and waited for the car to come, 

D A7 D 

"Slow elevators are ruining me." 

D G 

CHORUS: "Slow elevators, slow elevators, 

D A 

Slow elevators are ruining me." 

D A7 D G 

And he sang as he stood and waited for the car to come, 
D A7 D 

"Slow elevators are ruining me." 

Up rode the house dick and stepped out of an empty car. 

In jumped the neo and grabbed it with glee. 

And he sang as he punched the button for the party floor, 

"Slow elevators are ruining me." 

CHORUS 

'Round spun the house dick and sprang into the car again. 

Saw that the neo had punched for three. 

That's the noisy party that's going on in Tucker's room, 

"Slow elevators are ruining me." 

CHORUS 

Out ran the neo and sprang into an empty shaft, 

"You'll never catch me alive," said he. 

And his ghost may be heard as you wander through the corridors, 
"Slow elevators are ruining me." 

CHORUS 


Sherna Comerford 
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BOUNCING POTATOES 
(Waltzing Matilda) 

D A7 D G 

Once a jolly trufan went to join a Westercon; 

D A 7 

He had duly registered and paid ev'ry fee, 

D A7 D G 

And he sang when he saw what the waitress put before him there, 

D A7 D 

"You'll come a-bouncing, potatoes, with me." 

D G 

CHORUS: "Bouncing potatoes, bouncing potatoes, 

D A 

You'll come a-bouncing, potatoes, with me." 

D A7 D G 

And he said when he saw what the waitress put before him there 
D A7 D 

"You'll come a-bouncing, potatoes, with me." 

"Is this a musketball that was fired at Lexington?" 

"No." said the waitress, "that is a pea." 

"But," said the fan, " that is here within my coffee-cup— 

You'll come a-bouncing, potatoes, with me." 

CHORUS 

"What is this piece of gray-green greasy Limpopo, 

All set about with a strange fever tree?" 

"That," said the waitress, "is roast beef and salad too." 

"You'll come a-bouncing, potatoes, with me." 

CHORUS 

"Is this a hippie-type that I see before me here? 

It is unshaven as hairy can be." 

"No," said the waitress, "that is your ice cream dessert— 

You'll come a-bouncing, potatoes, with me." 

CHORUS 

Upchucked the trufan, leaped into the swimming pool. 

"You'll never bake me alive!" cried he. 

But his ghost can be heard by the call girls at that swimming pool: 
"You'll come a-bouncing, potatoes, with me!" 

CHORUS 

Poul Anderson 

References are to Westercon 19, 1966, at the Stardust Motel, San Diego 
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THE VETERAN FAN 

(Both Sides Now) 

G C G 

Mobs and throbs of screaming fen, 

G D7 G 

The huckster rooms where dealers vend, 

G C 

The parties where at night I trend, 

C D 

I've been to cons that way. 

But now I get a sick headache, 

I cannot all this rel'vance take. 
Intellectual fads that I must fake. 

These new roles I must play. 

G D7 C D7 

I've looked at cons from both sides now, 

C D7 C D7 

From Trek to ser, and still somehow 
Bm G 

It's cons' confusion that stands out. 

D7 G 

I really can't say what it's about. 

Miles and piles of old hardbacks, 

An eager seach for obscure facts, 

A wit that runs to punning cracks, 

I love that kind of fan. 

But now he writes a pers'nal zine, 

A panel's just to raise a scene. 

At cons he just his ego preens, 

A sadder, older man. 

I've looked at fans from both sides now. 

As pros, at cons, and still somehow 

It's fans' delusions that I like 

I will not talk to fans I can't psych. 

Streams and reams of mimeo 

With stencilled illos high and low 

Of Martian scenes where spacemen go, 

I've looked at zines all day. 

But now they use an offset press. 

And show man in some alien dress. 

Or abstracts of the female breast. 

Or something very fey. 

They print the zines on both sides now. 

Both front and back-I can't allow 

New illustrations not hard-core. 

I do not look at zines anymore. 


Jim Landau 
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TO JOHN BOARDMAN IN BROOKLYN 

(To Anacreon in Heaven/The Star-Spangled Banner) 

G D7 G A7 D 

To John Boardman in Brooklyn, where he sat drinking beer, 
G D7 G 

The B.P.L.F. once addressed a petition 

G D7 G A7 D 

That he forswear the forces of temperance drear 
G D7 G 

And get stinking drunk to maintain our tradition. 

G D7 C7 

"Beer, porter, and ale—mild, bitter, and pale, 

G D7 G A7 D 

We'll drink to your health till our kidneys shall fail, 

G C Am G 

And with you we'll bend elbows as long as we might, 

G D7 G 

Till the taverns of Brooklyn close down for the night." 


Ye Beaker-descended, then join in our spree. 

And drink from your flagons the brewer's invention. 

No Bangs Leslie Tapscott our censor shall be 
To stifle our revels with morbid intention. 

No kill-joy shall make us our boozing forsake— 

We'll tell the old bastard to jump in the lake! 

And our front, with full flagons, shall marshal its might. 
Till the taverns of Brooklyn close down for the night! 

Fred Lerner, Brian Burley, and Sherna Comerford 
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THE WRECKING OF JOHN BOARDMAN 
(The Sloop John B.) 

C 

All hail to the fan John B., 

C 

Whose irreverency 

C A7 G 

'Round fannish spheres ever is heard. 

C 

Politically, 

F 

A radical he, 

C G7 

And if you let him, 

G7 C 

He'll give you the word. 

So, let's have a filksong sing. 

Ghod briss the blasted king. 

Send for a bharrel of bheer, 

Take on a load. 

Sing of the con 
Where brother John 
Comes to a party 
A-wearing the woad. 


Sherna Comerford 
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FANDOMLY STREET 

Whine of the neo at his first convention 
(Sesame Street) 

G C 

Freaky day! 

G C 

Everyone here's so way- 
G C 

Out that I 

D G D7 
Can't see them eye-to-eye. 

C D 

Can y* tell me how to leave; 

G 

How to escape Fandomly Street? 

Oh, good Lord— 

Those guys there're wearing swords! 

SCA 

Fights with Amber today. 

Is there no way I can be 
Exiting without injury? 

G C G D 

CHORUS: It's a strange experi-ence. 

G D G7 

Being here I take a chance, 

C G 

For everybody is nutty. 

C 

Everybody is... 

C 

Save my sanity... 

Ooh, that's weird. 

Looks like it's pointy-eared. 

Can it be 

Only an odd Trekkie? 

Can y' tell me how to leave; 

How to gafiate from this street? 

Oh, my God! 

Now I have dropped my wad. 

I've been caught. 

For it seems I have bought 
All that's in the huckster room! 

Will y' get me out of this doom? 

CHORUS 
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Oh, my hair; 

Looks like some monsters there! 

They're just part 

Of that incred'b'l' art 

That the fans look on with glee. 

'Bye to what's left of my money! 

Ouch and zing, 

I've been dragged to filksing. 

Hear them croon. 

But they can't carry a tune. 

I can't stand it any more— 

Get me out! — oh, hear them all roar!! 

CHORUS 

Here I am 

And it's now 5 AM. 

Woe for me. 

For I'm not at party. 

Can y' find me where to crash 
Now that no one's left at the bash? 

No, no more! 

Give me what I'm here for. 

Let me hear 

GoH ...Roy G. Frear!?!?? 

After all this time the Name 
Stayed at home asleep on his fame!! 

CHORUS 

Charlie Hamilton and Sarah Elizabeth Miller 
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WHAT SONG IS THIS? 

(Exodus) 

Am D7 

What song is this 

C Am 

I've found here on the floor 
C Em D7 Am 

About some strange, exotic lore? 

C Am 

It tells of stellardrive. 

Am G7 Am 

Machines that are alive. 

Dm F Am Dm C Em 

And monsters lurking right outside the door. 

The words are strange. 

They do not fit the tune. 

The rhyme is from beyond the Moon. 

It looks as though this schlock 

Was done at four o'clock F 

By a being who should meet his maker soon. 

C 

I see no reason why 

F D7 C 

This song is on the floor, for I 
F Em 

Have seen worse things 
Bm 

At con filksings. 



rm 









Sarah Elizabeth Miller 
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OH, BEAUTIFUL 
(America, the Beautiful) 

C 

Oh, beautiful, 

C G 

The Hymnal's done. 

F G7 C 

I think that I might cry. 

C 

It's been a week 

C G 

Since I've seen sleep. 

G Am G 

Just show me where to lie. 

C G 

In six more months 
C G 

It's due again, 

G C 

But I will not be here. 

C Dm 

Believe you me, 

C G 
For what I see 

Dm G7 C 

I will not shed a tear. 


Sarah Elizabeth Miller 


MONGOL'S MARCHING SONG 
(Marching Through Pretoria) 

C F G7 C F C 

We are marching through Mongolia, Siberia, and Syria, 

F G7 C 

And with each step we get nearer ya. 

C G7 C 

The Horde is on its way. 


Murphy 
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WE ARE THE OTHER CLUB 

(He is an Englishman, from H.M.S. Pinafore ) 

C D G 

We are the Other Club! 

C Dm C 

For the Ghods Themselves have said it, 

C Dm C 

And it's greatly to our credit, 

F G 

That we are the Other Club! 

C F Dm G7 

That we are the Other Club! 

D G D 

For we might have been NESFA, 

D G D 

Or MITSFS or RISFA, 

C G 

Or even the Lu-nar-i-ans! 

DC G 

Even the Lu-nar-i-ans! 

C Dm C 

But the Great Spider now has spoken, 

C Dm C 

And we know he wasn't jokin', 

F G 

And we are the Other Club! 

G G7 C 

And we are the O-O-O-O-O-O-O-O-Other Club! 

Joe Ross 
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ONWARD GOES THE OTHER CLUB 
(Onward, Christian Soldiers) 

C G7 

Onward goes the Other Club, 

G7 C 

Marching off to eat! 

C G 

Mu-shi pork and kan-shao 
Am D7 G 

Beans are such a treat! 

G C 

Sitting all together, 

C7 F 

Chopsticks in our hands, 

F Dm7 

With our Im-per-i-al Lizard, 

Dm7 G7 

We are all True Fans! 

C G7 

Onward goes the Other Club 
G7 C 

Marching off to eat! 

C G7 C 

Mu-shi pork and kan-shao 
F G7 C 

Beans are such a treat! 

Joe Ross 

The Other Club is a Boston-area fan group which meets Friday evenings 
over Chinese Food. 


► 
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MARCHING SONG OF FOOFOO 

(Onward, Christian Soldiers) 

C G7 

Forward, FooFoo's legions, 

G7 C 

Fight against the Ghu. 

C G 

Down with Wollheim, Wylie, 

Am D7 G 

Lowndes, and Kornbluth, too. 

G C 

We shall be victorious. 

C7 F 

FooFoo's on our side. 

F Dm7 

Strike the Ghus with mighty poos and 
Dm7 G7 

Take them for a ride. 

C G7 

Forward forge our legions, 

G7 C 

Fighting foul GhuGhu. 

C G7 C 

Up with FooFoo, down with GhuGhu. 

F G7 C 

Hail to Great FooFoo! 


A RELIGIOUS SONG 
(John Brown's Body) 

G D7 G 

Jesus puts his money in the First National Bank. 

C G 

Jesus puts his money in the First National Bank. 

G B7 Em 

Jesus puts his money in the First National Bank. 

C D7 G 

Jesus saves, Jesus saves, Jesus saves. 

Jesus walks on water, he's the lifeguard at our pool. 

Jesus walks on water, he's the lifeguard at our pool. 

Jesus walks on water, he's the lifeguard at our pool. 

Jesus saves, Jesus saves, Jesus saves. 
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THE BOSKONE 8 BLUES 
(Blues improvisation) 

E A E 

I went up to Andover, to attend the Boskone 8. 

A E 

I went up to Andover, to attend the Boskone 8. 

B7 A 7 E 

I got there early, but Bill Desmond got there late. 

I stayed away from the movies, you know I played it cool. 

If I had said the wrong thing there, I would have wound up in the pool. 

Wendy, Wendy, go down and meet the bus. 

If you don't pick up those people, there's gonna be an awful fuss. 

Karen and Selina started singing about Star Trek . 

I said "Let me out of here; I think I'm gonna be sick." 

Is there anybody here who can loan me some money? 

I'm gonna buy every issue of Astounding that I see. 

A voice said "Hi" and I looked up in surprise. 

It was Miriam Anver, but she was in disguise. 

Joe Ross, Joe Ross, Why don't you like the con? 

Because there isn't any program going on. 

Georgine and Marsha thought the con was out of sight. 

They went down to the Degler Suite and belly-danced all night. 

I got there early; I went home early too. 

'Cause I got up Sunday morning and there was nothing there to do. 

Ken Johnson 
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I COULD HAVE FILKED ALL NIGHT 
(I Could Have Danced All Night) 

I could have filked all night. 

I could have filked all night. 

Changed songs to fit SF. 

I could have sung my song 
The whole night long. 

And made the fen all deaf. 

I'll never know just what it was that moved me 
To ruin songs with lyrics trite. 

I only know that when 
I wrote one hundred-ten, 

I knew I'd filked, filked, filked all night. 


Sarah Elizabeth Miller 
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WE'RE GETTING SCREWED UP BY THIS HYMNAL 
(I'm Getting Married in the Morning) 

G C 

We're getting screwed up by this hymnal. 

G C 

We've been a-typing all night long. 

D7 

We've missed our classes, 

D7 

And we feel like asses. 

C G7 C 

What else could possibly go wrong? 

(SPOKEN: ZAP!!) 

Oh, shit, the tape has just been zeroed! 

One week of work is down the drain. 

See the work stack up. 

See us all crack up, 

For no one can withstand the strain (or pain). 

C D7 C 

Four thousand pages 
C G 

Litter the floor. 

C D 

We all are running 
D G 

Quickly out the door. 

We're getting screwed up by this hymnal. 

Our deadline was seven days ago. 

We wanted it for Boskone 
But, shit, we had to postpone; 

The KSR was far too slow. 

Sarah Elizabeth Miller and Charlie Hamilton 









THE BALLAD OF GORDY DICKSON 
(Clementine) 

C 

On the wagon, on the wagon, 

G 

On the wagon doing fine. 

F C 

Till I met with Gordy Dickson, 

G7 C 

And we drank a ton of wine. 

CHORUS: Gordy Dickson, Gordy Dickson, 

Gordy Dickson is the one. 

Science Fiction is his hobby. 

But his main job's having fun. 

Social drinker, social drinker. 

Social drinker was my game. 

Then I had some drinks with Gordy, 

And I've never been the same. 

CHORUS 

Couldn't see straight, couldn't stand straight 
Couldn't sit straight, not at all. 

But dear Gordy kept on talking. 

Laughing, joking — had a ball. 

CHORUS 

Woke up groggy, woke up aching. 

Woke up woozy, woke up sick. 

But I couldn't wake ol' Gordy, 

Who was sleeping like a brick. 

CHORUS 

How he does it is a mystery. 

Always chipper, always bright. 

Always eating, always drinking. 

When the hell does Gordy write? 

CHORUS 

Ben Bova 
Copyright 1973 



The NESFA Hymnal 


Page 89 


FANSERWACKY 

(Greensleeves) 

Em G D 

'Twas faanish, and the Big-Name Fen 
C B 

Had Iocs and illos in each zine. 

Em G D 

All croggled were the faneds then. 

C B Em 

And the neos were green. 

"Beware of FIAWOL, my son. 

The ties that bind you to fanac! 

Beware the concom's lure, and shun 
The role of letterhack!" 

He set his beanie on his head. 

Long time he sought for egoboo, 

"For apathy surely cannot be 
The fannish thing to do!" 

At last he cried, "I'll pub a zine. 

And fill it up with feuds galore! 
'Twill croggle everyone, and Plunge 
All Fandom Into War!" 

He wrote it down, and round and round 
The mimeo went clitter-clack. 

And when they read what he had said. 
Ten libel suits came back. 

"And hast thou pubbed the ish, my boy? 
Goshwow! By Ghu, that's really great! 
And what do you plan next to do?" 

"I think I'll gafiate." 

'Twas fannish, and the Big-Name Fen 
Had Iocs and illos in each zine. 

All croggled were the faneds then, 

And the neos were green. 

George Flynn 
Copyright 1977 
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MARSUPIAL FANDOM and MONOTREME FANDOM 
(Rum, By Gum) 


C G C 

We're coming, we're coming, our strange little band. 

C G C 

Adoring marsupials, we do take our stand. 

G7 C G7 C 

We do not like reptiles because we do think 

C G7 C 

That once you like reptiles, you must love a skinki 

C 

CHORUS I: Hooray, hooray for kangaroos, 

G 

For kangaroos, 

C 

For kangaroos! 

C 

Hooray, hooray for kangaroos! 

G7 C 

That's the song of Marsupial Fandom! 

We do not bug wombats 'cause wombats bug back. 

And no one can live through a wombat attack. 

Oh, can you imagine a sorrier scene 
Than bugging a wombat until he turns mean? 

CHORUS I 

Tasmanian devils are mean as can be; 

They'll gladly bite you and they'll gladly bite me. 

Can you imagine a gorier sight 

Than Tasmanian devils a-spoiling to fight? 

CHORUS I 

The furry koala is gentler than these; 

He doesn't bite people, he just climbs in trees. 

Oh, can you imagine a scene with less grief 
Than a koala turning over a new leaf? 

CHORUS I 

We're coming, we're coming, our strange little band. 
Adoring marsupials, we do take our stand. 

We also like monotremes, but feel a song 
About them would only be two verses long.’ 

CHORUS II: Hooray, hooray for platypi,. 

For platypi. 

For platypi! 

Hooray, hooray for platypi! 

That's the song of Monotreme Fandom. 
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We're coming, we're coming, our odd little band. 
Adoring the monotremes, we take our stand. 

We don't like placentas 'cause tell us we beg: 

How can something born live ever be a good egg? 

CHORUS II 

God stepped on the bill of the poor platypus; 

And that's how he came to have so flat a puss. 

Oh, who can imagine how sad to be stuck 

With a rear like a beaver and front like a duck? 

CHORUS II 

Don't try to pet the tough-spined echidna. 

For if you don't mind, he'd prefer you did na'. 

Oh, can you imagine a scene more tranquil 
Than an echidna opening up a anthill? 

CHORUS II 

We're coming, we're coming, our odd little band. 
Adoring the monotremes, we take our stand. 

We'd sing ev'ning long of monotremal lore 

But we must end our song 'cause there ain"t any more. 

CHORUS II 


Marsupial Fandom: Denny Lien & A1 Kuhfeld; Copyright 1974 
Monotreme Fandom: Erwin S. “Filthy Pierre" Strauss; Copyright 1976 
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TRUFAN'S MARCHING SONG 
(The Children's Marching Song) 

C 

This old fan published one f 
F G 

A one-shot at the Nolacon... 

C 

CHORUS: With Korshak, Eshbach, Bloch, and Triple-E 

Dm G7 C 

This old fan has had a spree! 

This old fan published two 
In one day with Burbee's brew... 

CHORUS 

This old fan published three, 

Got a blast from G.M.C.... 

CHORUS 

This old fan published four, 

Found the N3F a bore... 

CHORUS 

This old fan published five. 

Proved Carl Brandon was alive... 

CHORUS 

This old fan published six, 

Ran them off on A. B. Dicks... 

CHORUS 

This old fan published seven. 

Won a Hugo, was in Heaven... 

CHORUS 

This old fan published eight. 

Tried, and failed, to gafiate... 

CHORUS 

This old fan published nine. 

Wailed that stf was in decline... 


CHORUS 
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This old fan published ten. 

Joined the Old and Tired Fen... 

CHORUS 

Ron Ellik, Ted Johnstone, and Bruce Pelz 


EVERYONE SAYS FIAWOL 

(Everyone Says I Love You from Horsefeathers ) 

C A7 F F7 

Everyone says FIAWOL- 

C C7 F F7 

Heinlein and Asimov and Frederik Pohl- 

C F G 

Even little comic-fen who only read "The Mole" 
C F C 
Say FI-A-WOL. 


Take a batch of alcohol. 

Serve it to some Trekkies gathered in a hall. 

And pretty soon you'll have a lot of trufen who all 
Say FI-A-WOL. 

Em . B 

CHORUS: Just a bunch of letters- 

Em B 

No reason they should cause such strife; 

G A 7 

But they tell the whole world 

D7 G7 

That Fandom Is A Way Of Life. . . 

When you're near the star called Sol, 

Drop by our planet in the spring or fall. 

Stop at any con and you can sing with us all 
That FI-A-WOL. 

Beyond the Fringefan a/k/a Marc S. Glasser with A. 
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THANK GHU I'M A FANNISH BOY 
(Thank God I'm a Country Boy) 

G C 

Well, I once read a book told me about a Sian; 

G F C 

Ellison told me 'bout the Ticktockman. 

G C 

I went to a con, found out I was a fan- 

F D G 

Thank Ghu I'm a fannish boy! 

Then Asimov told me 'bout Foundations One and Two; 

Heinlein went and told me that free lunches weren't true. 

I wrote for a zine and an apa, too- 

Thank Ghu I'm a fannish boy! 

D G 

CHORUS I; Well, I got me my zines and my books in retention; 

D G 

I get my egoboo when my name gets mentioned. 

G Em DC 

Life ain't nothing but a great big convention- 

G D G 

Thank Ghu I'm a fannish boy! 

Now, going to a con is an awful lot of fun; 

Writing up a Feghoot is an awful lot of pun. 

Go to Arrakis and you'll get a lot of sun- 

Thank Ghu I'm a fannish boy! 

If you go to a con, you'll see me there. 

Talking with Ackerman, singing with Pierre. 

Leering at Patia - What do I care? 

Thank Ghu I'm a fannish boy! 

CHORUS II: Now to pub a lot of zines is my life's great intention 

I get my egoboo when my name gets mentioned. 

Life ain't nothing but a great big convention- 

Thank Ghu I'm a fannish boy! 

Gonna read science fiction till I go blind: 

Thinking 'bout the future kind of stretches out my mind. 

I loc all the zines that I can find- 

Thank Ghu I'm a fannish boy! 

And I'll write myself a story if I ever get a plot; 

I'll work on it for weeks until I think it's really hot. 

I'll call myself an Author if it's published or it's not- 

Thank Ghu I'm a fannish boy! 

CHORUS III: Well, I got me my zines and I go to conventions; 

I get my egoboo when my name gets mentioned. 

Gonna be a fan till I leave this dimension- 

[spoken] (Wo!) Thank Ghu I'm a fannish boy! 

Beyond the Fringefan -a/k/a- Marc S. Glasser 
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LOOK WHAT THEY'VE DONE TO MY SONG 


(Look What They've Done To My Song) 


C 

Look what they've 
F 

Look what they've 

C 

Seems the SF fans 
C 

Now it's much too 
C 

Look what they've 


Dm 

done to my song, ma. 

done to my song. 

Dm 

have gotten hold of it. 
Dm 

long, ma. 

G7 C 
done to my song! 


When some odd fan writes a filksong 
It has to be a page long. 

For when the fans are singing, they must go on for days 
Just to keep their bheer thirst strong, ma. 

Look what they've done to my song! 


What I first wrote was six lines, ma. 

It was put into this book. 

By the time of the next one it was six times that. 
Just you take a look, ma. 

Look what they've done to my song! 

Charlie Hamilton 





TELL ME WHY 


G7 C G 

Tell me why the stars do shine, 

G C D 

Tell me why the ivy twines, 

G7 C 

Tell me why the sky's so blue, 

C D7 G7 C 

And I will tell you just why I love you. 

Nuclear fusion is why stars shine. 

Tropisms make the ivy twine. 

Rayleigh scattering makes the sky so blue. 
Gonads and hormones are why I love you. 


ffi™) 
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THIS DEEP YOUNG FAN 
(Bunthorne's Song, from Patience ) 
Am I alone. 

And unobserved? I am! 

Then let me own 

I'm an unfannish sham! 

This fannish sneer 
Is but a mere 

Veneer! 

This sensitive face 
Is but a base 

Grimace! 

This mien revered 
Is but a weird 

False beard! 

Let me confess! 
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A furious hate for prozines does not blight me! 

Sports cars and modern jazz do not delight me! 

I do not care to get fanzines 
By any means. 

I'd rather see a monster show 
Than read DAFOE. 

I am not fond of uttering interlineations 
In infinite variations. 

In short, my fannishness is affectation. 

Born of a fake-fan's love of admiration! 

If you're faunching for to shine in the fanzine-pubbing line, 
as a fan of vision keen. 

You must pick up all the words said by esoteric birds. 

And print them in your zine. 

You must dwell upon all crazes and expound in boring phrases 
Of your evanescent state of mind. 

The meaning doesn't matter if it's only fannish chatter 
Of a very trivial kind. 

And every fan will say 
As you write your mystic way, 

"If this young fan expresses himself in terms too deep for me. 

Why, what a very fabulously deep young fan this deep young fan must be!" 
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Be eloquent in praise of the very dull old days 
Which have long since passed away, 

And convince 'em, if you can, that when Tucker was a fan 
Was Fandom's balmiest day. 

Of course you will say "phoo" to whatever's fresh and new 
And declare it's crud and corn. 

For wit stopped short in the Burbee-Laney court 
Before most fans were born. 

And every fan will say. 

As you talk your caustic way, 

"If that's not good enough for him, which is good enough for me. 

Why, what a most sophisticated kind of youth this kind of youth must be! 


Then a sentimental passion for a mundane fad or fashion 
Must excite your fannish zeal. 

An attachment to Beethoven, or rude voices interwoven, 

Or to bongo drums genteel. 

Though the neofans may snicker, you will rise up all the quicker 
In that strange convention land. 

If you walk about the lobby with a book about some hobby 
In your unconventional hand. 

And every fan will say. 

As you walk your fannish way, 

"If he's content with a mundane kick which would certainly not suit me. 
Why, what a most particularly true young fan this young trufan must be!" 

Donald Franson 

First published in "Profanity 7", ed. Bruce Pelz, February 1960. 
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PAVING THE ROAD TO HELL 
(The Lord Chancellor's Song, from Iolanthe ) 

G 

When I published a zine as a very young fan 

G D7 G 

(Said I to myself, said I), 

G 

I'll work on a new and most trufannish plan 

G D7 G 

(Said I to myself, said I). 

Am 

I'll never assume that a fan or a pro 
G 

Is by ethics required to write for my show 
C# G 

Because I have pleaded with him to do so 

G D7 G 

(Said I to myself, said I)! 

Ere I run off the zine I shall proofread it through 
(Said I to myself, said I), 

And the typos, if any, will be very few 
(Said I to myself, said I). 

With my foot in my mouth I shall never be caught. 
For some stupid remark about who has said what. 

Or a double-entendre which really means nought 
(Said I to myself, said I)! 

I'll never start feuds just to play up the zine 
(Said I to myself, said I), 

Or sneak in an illo that's slightly obscene 
(Said I to myself, said I), 

Or print sections of letters that tend to imply 
That the writer's a fugghead who's living a lie. 
When in context the letter spoke well of the guy 
(Said I to myself, said I)! 

In this ghoddamn hobby in which we engage 
(Said I to myself, said I), 

We see all seven acts on the same little stage 
(Said I to myself, said I), 

And trufannish license, if carried too far, 

Your BNF chances will certainly mar 
Whether you are Les Gerber or Gertrude M. Carr 
(Said I to myself, said I)! 


Bruce Pelz 
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MENTION MY NAME IN MINNEAPOLIS 


(Mention My Name in Sheboygan) 


6 


Mention my name in Minneapolis, 


C G 

It's the greatest little town in the world. 

D G 

I know a girl there you'll simply adore, 

A D 

She was Miss Minneapolis back in nineteen-oh-four. 

G 

Mention my name in Minneapolis, 

C B7 

And if you ever get in a mess, 

C 

Mention my name, 

C 

Mention my name, 

A D7 G 

But please don't give them my address! 

Mention my name in Minneapolis, 

It's the greatest little town in the world. 

I know the big shots in their city hall— 

They've even got my picture on the post office wall! 


Mention my name in Minneapolis, 

And if you ever get in a jam. 

Mention my name (I said), 

Mention my name. 

But please don't tell them where I am! 


Mention my name in Minneapolis, 

It's the greatest little town in the world. 
I told the mayor there he'd really go far, 

I even gave the sheriff an exploding cigar! 


So, mention my name in Minneapolis 
And if they ever throw you in jail 
Mention my name. 

Mention my name— 

But please don't come to me for bail! 
Minneapolis fandom's anthem 
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MINNESOTA FEN or 

HOW TO LOSE FENS AND ALIENATE PEOPLE 
(California Girls) 

G F 

The Midwest fen are weird, they walk around in beanie caps. 

C D 

And the D.C. fen, at the cons they run, we wind up sitting in each 
other's laps. 

G F 

The West Coast fen dig movies, since they don't know how to read. 

C D 

While the Aussie fen only pray for rain, 'cause "Rhaingold's" 
what the outback needs. 

G F 

The Continental fen read reprints—ever try Skylark in French? 

C D 

And the British fen when they try to write--well, they're not my 
kind of mensch. 

G C 

CHORUS: I wish they all could be Minnesota, 

F Bb 

Wish they all could be Minnesota, 

Eb F D 

Wish they all could be Minnesota fen. 

The Loon State has the trufen who still bid for '73, 

And along with these, Minneapolis supplies a big name pro or three. 
The MINNSTEF has a Hugo—at least, they meet in his bookstore. 

You let a dozen fen get together and then they'll set up Minicon 24. 
Nowhere else in the Central sector is fandom so alive, 

Tho Michiganders quack of the old Sian Shack, 

Champaign-Urbana host Con 5. 

FINAL CHORUS: I wish they all could be Minnesota, 

Wish they all could be Minnesota, 

I said, I wish they all could be Minnesota fen. 

Repeat CHORUS ad nauseam. 


Paula Smith 
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KING OF THE ZINES 

(Herod's Song, from Jesus Christ , Superstar ) 

A B7 

So you are Ben Bova, Great Editor Bova; 

E7 

Teach us what it's like to write, 

A 

Make us famous overnight? 

A B7 

You make dreams come true—can you levitate too? 

E7 A 

Come on. King of the Zines! 

So you are Ben Bova, Great Editor Bova; 

Glad you made it here alive, next time use your hyperdrive; 

But we won't leave you alone, 

Till you bring back Unknown! 

Come on. King of the Zines, 

Come on. King of the, come on. King of the, 

Come on. King of the Zines! 

Composed and sung by some Minneapolis fans to greet Ben Bova at 
the airport. A little tailoring will make it fit for greeting 
other notables. 










THE TWELVE DAYS OF SOLSTICE 

(The Twelve Days of Christmas) 

G7 C F C 

On the twelfth day of Solstice 
G7 C 

My priestess gave to me: 

G7 Dm 

12 Catered orgies, 

11 Ancient witches, 

10 Captive demons, 

9 Sorcelled potions, 

8 Red grimoires, 

7 Scheming wizards, 

6 Bottled genies, 

C D7 G 

5 Casks of wine, 

C 

4 Chanting priests, 

F 

3 Love charms, 

G7 

2 Magic rings, 

C F C G7 C 

And a Sun God all crowned with holly. 







F C 
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MY GHOD'S BETTER THAN YOUR GHOD 

(Ken-L Ration Commercial) 

C G7 C 

My Ghod's better than your GhodJ 
C G 

My Ghod's better than yours! 

C 

My Ghod's better 'cause 
F 

He's got eight legs. 

C G7 C 

My ghod's better than yours! 


My Ghod's better 'cause: 

He eats dead souls. 

He wears glasses. 

He eats lollipops. 

He's a jellybean. 

He shoots thunderbolts. 
He's invisible. 

She's Black, 
etc. 

Minneapolis Fandom 


THE VACUUM PUMP 
(Listen to the Mockingbird) 

C G C 

Listen to the vacuum pump, listen to the vacuum pump. 

G C 

The vacuum pump is pumping night and day. 

C G C 

Listen to the vacuum pump, chug chug, listen to the vacuum pump. 

G7 C 

It's pumping all the atmosphere away. 

I'm dreaming tonight of Professor Pless, 
of Prof. Pless, 
of Prof. Pless, 

I'm dreaming tonight of Professor Pless, 

But I hope he isn't dreaming of me. 
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WESTERCON 23 or THE CON CO-ORDINATOR'S LAMENT 

(The Battle Hymn of the Republic) 

G D7 G 

Mine eyes have seen the horror of the coming of the fans. 

C G 

Oh, they came in cars and buses, even some in moving vans. 

G B7 Em 

They were sleeping in the elevators and on our divans. 

C D7 G 

But the con is o'er at last! 

CHORUS: Glory, glory, hallelujah! 

Glory, glory, hallelujah! 

Glory, glory, hallelujah! 

The con is o'er at last! 

They were boozing at all hours—in the pool at 4 AM. 

If we have another con here. Lord, please don't let it be them. 

One awful thing talked to me and they said it was a BEM. 

But the con is o'er at last! 

CHORUS 

When they went skinny-dipping, I just looked the other way. 

When they broke the eighth floor TV set, it filled me with dismay. 

One Sunday afternoon they left—my hair had all turned gray. 

But the con is o'er at last! 

CHORUS 

The ice machine is empty and the pop machine is, too. 

And in my books, these SF fans are surely marked taboo. 

The havoc that they wrought will take a year to just undo. 

But the con is o'er at last! 

CHORUS 

They used meal tickets twice a meal and gypped us out of dough. 

To belly dancers in the lounge, they shouted "Go, girl, go!" 

At each and every party, like water booze did flow. 

But the con is o'er at last! 

CHORUS 

They vowed they loved the Torres and Goleta and the beach. 

At the Futuristic Fashion Show, the jeweled gal was a peach. 

They gobbled down the banquet, then some walked out on Jack's speech. 
But the con is o'er at last! 




1 












CHORUS 
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I sure enjoyed the Tourney, for they beat each other's heads 
With wooden swords and mallets—they were draped in groovy threads. 
Then I saw one knight in chain mail wearing Uniroyal Keds. 

But the con is o'er at last! 

CHORUS 

The Con Committee's weary and the fans have all gone home. 

There's no one here but college kids—I feel so all alone. 

I've just declared the Torres a demilitarized zone. 

For the con is o'er at last! 

CHORUS 

Doris Beetem 


ANOTHER WEEKEND, ANOTHER CON 
(Another Opening, Another Show) 

C 

Another weekend, another con; 

C 

In Philly, Boston, or Washington; 

G 

A chance to join fannish goings-on; 

C A7 G7 C 

Another weekend at another con. 

Some bheer to drink and some art to see. 

Some talk of im-poss-i-bil-i-ty; 

The comp'ny's good and the booze is free. 

A short vacation, good for you and me. 

Em B7 

BRIDGE: Monday morning, you're flat on your back; 

Em B 

Wednesday, and you're back on the track; 

Em B7 

Thursday night is the time you should pack; 

Em B 

Friday night, and we're here! 

The treas'rer's taken the cash, and gone; 

The banquet entree has got to be sawn; 

But we don't care, 'cause we've partied till dawn; 

C A# D C 

Another weekend, full of fans and speakin', 

D7 G7 C 
at another con. 

Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss 
Copyright 1976 
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GREAT SPIDER BLESS FANZINES 

(God Bless America) 

C G7 

Great Spider bless fanzines; 

D7 C 

Thoughts of the strange. 

F 

Please don't eat them 

C 

(or their authors) 

C G7 C 

Without salting the very last page. 

G7 

Leave us fanac 

C 

And trufandom 

F 

With its snogging 

G 

And its blog. 

F C 

Great Spider bless fanzines 
D7 G 

And crazy fen. 

F C 

Great Spider bless fanzines 
G7 C 
Chorus: amen. 


Ren^e Valois 
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I’VE BEEN WORKING ON THE FANZINE 


(I've Been Working on the Railroad) 


I've been working on the fanzine 
F C 

All the live-long day. 

C 

I've been working on the fanzine 

G 

Just to throw my money away. 

G C 

Can't you see the fans all staying 
F C 

Up until the morn? 

Am C G7 C 

Can't you hear the fans all saying, 
C G7 C 

"We just love that porn"? 

G7 C 

Hugo won't you come? 

Am G 

Hugo won't you come? 

G C 

Hugo won't you come to me? 

G7 C 

Hugo won't you come? 

Am G 

Hugo won't you come? 

G C 

Hugo won't you come to me? 

C G7 C 

Someone's gonna get that Hugo, 

C G 

Someone's gonna get it, I know. 

C F 

Someone's gonna get that Hugo 
G7 C 

Down in "Orlando" 

G 

For publishing 
C G7 C 

Fee Fie Fiddlev Eye Oh, 

C G 

Fee Fie Fiddlev Eve Oh, 

C F 

Fee Fie Fiddlev Eve Oh. 

G7 C — 

With Tim Kirk illos. 


Jim Landau 

Written for Disclave, 1973 
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THE BALLAD OP ANDY YOUNG 
(Rodger Young) 

G Dm7 G7 C 

Oh, they've got no room for glory in astronomy. 

G Dm7 G7 C 

Oh, they've got no use for praises loudly sung. 

C7 F Dm7 G7 C Am D7 

But one man has burst the bounds of mere astronomy, 

07 C G7 C F C 

And in fandom shines the name of Andy Young. 

Gm7 C G7 C Gm7 C G7 C 

CHORUS: Shines the name, Andy Young, 

Gm7 C Gm7 C E7 Am C7 

Blitzed and slaved for the fen he pubbed among. 

C7 F Dm7 G7 C Am D7 

To the everlasting glory of the sixty-five 
D7 C G7 C F C 

Lives the story of Dr. Andy Young. 

Missing mailings all of FAPA cried in agony. 

Because FAPA's brightest gems remained unread. 

And to call a halt to all this heartfelt agony. 

Volunteered this fan and went with dauntless tread. 

CHORUS: Volunteered, Andy Young, etc. 

It was he who stormed the pad of the ex-OE, 

Fifteen dollars worth of work to wrest from White, 

And before the deadly fire of the ex-OE, 

Stood the fan, stood the fan we hail tonight. 

CHORUS: Stood the fan, Andy Young, etc. 

From the island of Manhatten in zone four and ten. 

Came a simple reproed card alone to tell. 

That from out the silent depths of number five and ten 
Soon would come the section A remembered well. 

FINAL CHORUS: Section A, of eighty-eight. 

Long awaited, dearly-bought, remembered well 
In the everlasting spirit of the sixty-five 

C Gm7 C 

Breathes the spirit of Dr. Andy Young. 









J 



Ron Ellik 
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THE TEENFAN TYRANNY MARCHING SONG (APA-45 FOREVER) 

(The Battle Hymn of the Republic) 

G D7 G 

This group, this Apa-45, was born in '64, 

C G 

And everybody said that we were rotten to the core. 

G B7 Em 

But now the mailings we put out have quality galore! 

C D7 G 

As fandom plods along. 

CHORUS: Apa-45 forever! 

Apa-45 forever! 

Apa-45 forever! 

As fandom plods along. 

They said that we would fall apart, our membership disperse, 

The rules that we had made ourselves would prove to be a curse. 
And, praise the Ghods, our reputation hasn't gotten worse! 

As fandom plods along. 

CHORUS 

We printed crud, we printed trash, our fiction really smelled. 
Some detrimental painful words were said by Name Withheld. 

And every other word in half the fanzines got misspelled, 

As fandom plods along. 

CHORUS 

We lost some of our members, and we gained more than a few. 

The ship of Apa-45 now has a happy crew. 

If we got back our treasury, who knows what we might do? 

As fandom plods along. 

CHORUS 

Let us be proud of membership, hold heads up to the sky. 

Long live our Apa-45, and never may it die! 

And if it does (which it should not), I'd like to find out why! 
As fandom plods along. 

CHORUS 

(sing the final chorus twice if you're really determined, 

or if you're an Apa-45 member, 
or if you've been drinking.) 


Nate Bucklin 
Copyright 1967 
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BALLAD OF EGOR 

(The Ramblin ; Wreck from Georgia Tech) 

C C7 G7 C 

'Twas in the Boston Sheraton that Egor had a night 
C C7 G 

It left him feeling listless, and it took out all his fight 
F C 

Early in the morning, 'twas 'bout a half past four, 

C C7 G7 C 

Egor the Terrible passed out on the closet floor. 

CHORUS*. Poor Old Egor, it must be hard in there, 

But Poor Old Egor, he doesn't seem to care. 

Poor Old Egor says when you need your rest, 

Just close the door to the closet floor, 

you'll find that it's the best. 

Now, Egor slept all through the night, he slept into the day. 
Till everyone else had gotten up, and all had gone away. 
Miserable old Screwloose was the last one out the door. 

He left the "Maid Make Up This Room" sign outside on the door. 


CHORUS 

The maid she came, she made the room, she made it very well. 
Until she opened up the door where Egor finally fell. 

The maid, she saw Old Egor a-lying still as death. 

The maid, she gave a little scream, and then she lost her breath. 

CHORUS 


The maid, she couldn't stand the sight, she ran out from the room. 
She went to fetch another maid, to view the scene of gloom. 

The other maid saw Egor, she wasn't at a loss. 

She reached out for the telephone, and then she called the boss. 
CHORUS 

The manager, he came upstairs, to see what was about. 

He came up in a mood to scream, or maybe just to shout. 

The manager saw Egor a-lying on the floor. 

The manager, he didn't seem to talk loud anymore. 

CHORUS 

Just about then Taku came into the room. 

He saw them a-standin' there, their faces white with doom. 

Taku looked at Egor, and here is what he said. 

"That damn fool's only sleepin' there, he really isn't dead." 


CHORUS 
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FpJ 


ip) 

I 



Taku gave old Egor a kick right in the side. 

Egor opened up his mouth, he opened it quite wide. 

"Get the fuck out of here," is what Old Egor said. 

"I'm feelin' awfully sleepy, and I think I could be dead." 

CHORUS 

Well, then the maids, they stepped outside, they looked a bit relieved. 
The manager, he stepped outside, he felt he'd been reprieved. 

Taku took a look around, and from the room did creep. 

Egor gave a mighty yawn, and then went back to sleep. 

CHORUS 

Clif Flynt 
Copyright 1977 


Ip! 






ip3 

i 


A. R. L. 

(Clementine) 

C 

In the Institute's dark base'ment 

G7 

'Midst the grease and junk and slime, 

F C 

A Radon Lab both grim and evil 

G7 C 

Helps make bombs for World War Nine. 

In this hall of fearful horrors 
Coolies work all through the night. 
Tooling long and cackling weirdly. 
They help build atomic might. 

In this dingy lab'ratory, 

Counting photons from five to nine, 
Lurks the dark and fearsome monster 
Who ionized my Clementine. 

Put her in his counting chamber. 

Said breathing Radon was just fine. 

Oh you monster, A. R. Lewis, 

Give me back my Clementine. 

Jeff Speiser 

Ron Ellik 
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THE U.S. MAIL 

(The Man Who Never Returned) 

G C 

Let me tell you the story of a fan named Charlie; 

G D 

It's a tragic and fateful tale. 

G C 

He put ten cents on his fanzine, marked it "Return Requested," 

G D7 G 

Went to put it in the U.S. Mail. 

CHORUS: Well, it was never delivered, it was never returned. 

And its fate is still unlearned (What a pity!).* 

It may rot forever in the Main Post Office. 

It's the zine that never returned. 

Charlie handed in his zine at the corner mailbox. 

Then it went to the Main P.O. 

When it got there, the postmaster said, "It needs three more pennies. 
Without more stamps it will not go." 

CHORUS 

Charlie waited a month for a letter of comment. 

Crying, "What has become of my zine? 

How can I afford to pub a monthly fanzine. 

With the postage rate at thirteen?" 

CHORUS 

Charlie jogs on down to the Main Post Office 
Every day when the weather is brisk. 

And through the open window, he sees clerks playing frisbee. 

And they use his fanzine for a disk. 

CHORUS 

Now, you editors of fanzines, don’t you think that it's a scandal 
That the Postal Service is in such a mess? 

Fight those rate increases, kill the Private Express laws. 

And send fanzines via U.P.S. 

CHORUS 




vM''l 


J 





Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss 
Copyright 1976 

*0n alternating verses, sing "(What a Pity!)" or "(Poor old Charlie!)". 


j 
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ONE FANZINE 

(Chad Gadya) 

C F G7 C 

One fanzine. One fanzine. 

C F G7 C 

That I mailed out thru the U.S. Postal Service. 

C F G7 C 

One fanzine. One fanzine. 


C F G7 

Then came the GREAT SPIDER, PRAISED BE HE and delivered the 
C 

fanzine 

G7 C 

That the F.B.I. put on their list, 

G7 C 

That the Censor censored, 

G7 C 

That the Jock laughed at. 

That the Postal Inspector read. 

That the Sorter crushed. 

That the Civil Servant lost. 

That the Truck ran over. 

That the Postman picked up. 

That I mailed out thru the U.S. Postal Service. 

One fanzine. One fanzine. 

Joe Ross 
Copyright 1977 
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GEORGE M. TRUFAN 

(Give My Regards to Broadway) 

C G 

Give my regards to fandom? 

F G7 C 

Remember me to Tucker, too. 

C G7 D7 

Tell all the fans at Phil- and Windycon 
D7 G 

That I'll soon share their brew. 

C G 

Tell them of how I'm cranking 
F G E 

To pub a zine, oh yes, gosh-wow! 

A D 

Give my regards to APA-L, 

C G7 C 

And say I'll be there Real Soon Now. 


(You're A Grand Old Flag) 

C 

You're a grand old fan, 

C 

You're a bheer-drinking fan, 

c G 
And forever on time may you pub. 

G C 

You're the editor of the zine I love; 

D7 G 

You've got ev'ry true fan to sub. 

C 

Letterhacks will type, 

C 

Ev'ry feudfan will snipe, 

A7 Dm 

When there's always a hoax or pun. 

C G 

So, Big Name Fans or Neofans, 

F G7 C 

You're the finest of all, bar none. 
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(Yankee Doodle Dandy) 

C G D 

I'm a fanzine-pubbing True Fan, 

G7 C 

TruFandom's pride in ev'ry way. 

C A7 G 

A real live nephew of my Uncle Hugo, 
D D7 G 

Born at a con Labor Day! 

C G D 

I've got a Hugo-winning fanzine. 

G7 C 

I pub it any way I can. 

C G 

TruFan never says of fandom: 

C G 

"Just a Ghoddamn Hobby!" 

F G7 C 

I am that FIAWOL True Fan. 

Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss 
Copyright 1976 


* HOW THE FANZINES COME IN 

(My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean) 

G C G 

The mail brought Prehensile on Monday. 

G A7 D 

On Tuesday I got Dynatron . 

G C G 

The next day brought two different apas. 

C D7 G 

Ghood Ghod, how the fanzines come in. 

G C Am D7 G 

Come in, come in, ghood Ghod, how the fanzines come in, come in. 

G C Am D7 G 

Come in, come in, ghood Ghod, how the fanzines come in. 

Three fanzines came in on Thursday. 

Friday brought four or five more. 

Saturday I got a half dozen. 

Great Ghu, how the fanzines flood in. 

Flood in, flood in. Great Ghu, how the fanzines flood in, flood in. 

Flood in, flood in. Great Ghu, how the fanzines flood in. 

Don Cochran 
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CORDUROY TROUSERS 
(Black Denim Trousers) 


CHORUS: He wore corduroy trousers, a triple-beanie-prop. 

And a black leather jacket with FIJAGH on the back. 

He had a hand-fed mimeo that worked like a gatling gun; 

That fan was the terror of every sericon. 

He never washed his face and he never combed his hair. 

He had mimeo ink imbedded underneath his fingernails; 

On the back of his right hand was a Marlb 1 ro-type tattoo — 

A Roscoite shield done in orange, green, and blue. 

Oh, he had a sexy femme-fan, and her name was Mary Lou, 

But he treated her just like he treated mundane folk. 

And all the trufen faunched for her, but everybody knew 
She dug that crazy actifan the most. 

CHORUS 

Oh, Mary Lou, she begged him not to be a hyperfan; 

She said, "If you burn yourself out. I'll be alone again." 

But his ears were deaf, his eyes were blind, his mind became a blank 
At the rumble of that mimeo and the rattle of that crank. 

He started writing like the devil, fan-fire shining in his eyes; 

He said, "I'll pub a dozen zines before the next Worldcon!" 

But he met a howling fugghead, to the N3F was bound. 

And when they searched his slanshack all they found... 

Was his corduroy trousers, his triple-beanie-prop. 

And the black leather jacket with FIJAGH on the back. 

But they never found the mimeo that worked like a gatling gun. 
And they never found the terror of every sericon! 


Ted Johnstone 
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HE'S GOT A WHOLE LOT OF CRUD IN HIS ZINE 
(He's Got the Whole World in his Hands) 


D 

He's got lots of 

A7 

He's got lots of 

D 

He's got lots of 

A7 

He's got a whole 


typos, in his zine, 
typos, in his zine, 
typos, in his zine, 

D 

lot of crud in his zine. 


CHORUS: He's got 

He's got 
He's got 
He's got 


a whole lot of crud, in his zine. 
a whole lot of crud, in his zine. 
a whole lot of crud, in his zine. 
a whole lot of crud in his zine. 


He's got: Book reviews 

Rotsler illos 
lousy repro 
upside-down pages 
no mailing comments 
the NESFA by-laws 

an offset cover (He's got expensive crud in his zine!) 
Star Wars parodies 
etc. 


Blue Petal and subsequent filksingers 


AND THIS IS ONE OF THEM 

(Exodus) 

Am D7 

There are some things 

C Am 

Man was not meant to know 

C Em D7 Am 

And songs Man was not meant to sing, 

C Am 

And this is one of them. 





STAR TREK 



The NESFA Hymnal 


Page 119 


A SLANDEROUS SONG 
(The Sloop John B) 

C 

The yeoman she got stewed. 

C 

She danced in the corridor nude. 

C7 A 7 G 

They had to send for Spock to take her away. 

C 

Oh, what a waste. 

F 

He is so chaste. 

C G7 

The captain really missed out 
G7 c 

On something that day. 

CHORUS: So start up the starship's drive. 

They're roasting Chekov alive. 

Send for Captain Kirk - he's down on the deck. 
With whom does he neck? 

He gives not a heck. 

Between those bedsheets 
He's willing to dive. 

Oh, Christine, she was grey. 

She asked Mr. Spock for a lay. 

Send for Dr. McCoy - give him a call. 

She's off her wall. 

For any she'll fall. 

The line in the corridor is longer each day. 

CHORUS 

Oh, Spock once suddenly said, 

"I wish everyone here were dead!" 

The doctor had to sedate him to take him away. 

It was so strange. 

He was so deranged. 

The crew just guessed that 
It wasn't his day. 


CHORUS 
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KIRK WENT A-COURTIN * 

(Froggie Went A-Courtin') 

C G7 

Kirk went a-courtin' and he did ride, 

C 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

C G7 

Kirk went a-courtin' and he did ride, 

C 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

C 

Kirk went a-courtin' and he did ride, 

F G7 

A phaser and promotion on his side. 

C 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

He strode up to the Yeoman's door, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

He strode up to the Yeoman's door, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

He strode up to the Yeoman's door. 

He'd tried there many times before. 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

"Yeoman Rand, are you within?" 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

"Yeoman Rand, are you within?" 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

"Yeoman Rand, are you within?" 

"Yes sir, but with you I'll not sin." 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

Captain Kirk shrugged and scratched his chin, 
Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

Captain Kirk shrugged and scratched his chin, 
Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

Captain Kirk shrugged and scratched his chin, 
"I didn't know she thought it was a sin." 
Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

Kirk continued his search for a lay, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

Kirk continued his search for a lay, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

Kirk continued his search for a lay. 

From the bridge down to the Sick Bay. 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 








J 
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"What’s a good way to get a lay, McCoy?” 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

"What's a good way to get a lay, McCoy?" 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

"What's a good way to get a lay, McCoy?" 

The laughing reply was, "The direct order ploy." 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

* 

He strode up to the first nurse on the floor, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

He strode up to the first nurse on the floor, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

He strode up to the first nurse on the floor. 

And ordered her with him behind that door. 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

She gave him a look he could not ignore, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

She gave him a look he could not ignore, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

She gave him a look he could not ignore, 

And said, "But we've tested for clap two times before." 
Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

The Captain continued his search for a maid, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

The Captain continued his search for a maid, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

The Captain continued his search for a maid. 

All the way down to where the shuttle stayed. 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

He looked in and saw a Horta standing there, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

He looked in and saw a Horta standing there, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

He looked in and saw a Horta standing there. 

"Now I'll get screwed right up to my hair." 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

McCoy looked at Spock with boredom in his eyes, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

McCoy looked at Spock with boredom in his eyes, 

Uhhumm-, uhhumm. 

McCoy looked at Spock with boredom in his eyes, 

"'Tis time to end Jim's daily exercise." 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

The call from the Bridge of Mr. Spock's, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

The call from the Bridge of Mr. Spock's, 

Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

The call from the Bridge of Mr. Spock's 

Reached the Captain just as he found the right knocks. 
Uhhumm, uhhumm. 
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"Horta, my dear, you really are quite fair," 
Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

"Horta, my dear, you really are quite fair," 
Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

"Horta, my dear, you really are quite fair. 
But I must return to my lonely command chair 
Uhhumm, uhhumm. 


tl 


On the way back to the Bridge, he found an elf. 
Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

On the way back to the Bridge, he found an elf. 
Uhhumm, uhhumm. 

On the way back to the Bridge, he found an elf. 

If you want to know more you gotta sing it yourself. 
Uhhumm, uhhumm. 


The Troubadour's Sometime Cat 


THE FIRST DAYS OF OUR MISSION 

(The Twelve Days of Christmas) 

G7 C F C 

On the first day of our mission 
G7 C 

The writers gave to me: 

G7 Dm 

A transporter malfunction, 

Klingons on the bridge, 

Harcourt Fenton Mudd, 

Ten million tribbles. 

Several lovely yeomen, 

A nurse to love the Vulcan, 

A smart-assed Russian ensign, 

A sword-wielding helmsman, 

C D7 G 
Uhura fair, 

C 

A Scottish engineer, 

F 

An acid-witted doctor, 

G7 

A Vulcan pointy-eared, 

C F C G7 C F C 

And a starship to roam the galaxy. 
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TREKKIES 

(People) 

Trekkies, 

People who are trekkies 

Are the trashiest people in the world. 

They're children. 

Acting just like children. 

Who start throwing a crying fit 

When you tell them that Star Trek 1 s shit. 

Pulling stunts no freak ever would. 

Trekkies 

Are most peculiar people. 

The most God-awful people in the world. 

If it happens 

That you're cornered by a trekkie, 

A feeling deep in your soul 

Will say your brain's growing cold. 

No more life to your mind. 

You'll find if you meet a trekkie. 

People who are trekkies 

Are the most boring people in the world. 


Sarah Elizabeth Miller 
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THE KLINGON DIPLOMATIC CORPS MARCHING SONG or 
IMPERIALISM FOR FUN AND PROFIT 

(The Battle Hymn of the Republic) 

G D7 G 

It is the way of Klingons to be known by our elite, 

C G 

So the Diplomatic Corps was sent to show we are discreet. 

G B7 Em 

The problem is to keep ourselves from stomping on your feet. 

C D7 G 

The Universe is ours! 

CHORUS: Glory, glory, what's it to ya? 

Pretty soon we're gonna screw ya. 

So you'd better get it straight? 

It's to us you abdicate. 

We Klingons will triumph! 

Commander Kras was put in charge to teach us to be good. 

To the Terran delegate, he typified solicitude. 

When the Earther was caught spying, Kras saluted brotherhood 
Right between the eyes. 

CHORUS 

Kras' first assistant Korb could crush a phaser in one hand. 

With two, could bend a steel bar, or lift a baby grand. 

More pow'rful than a locomotive—shame he left our band. 

He flunked the physical. 

CHORUS 

Krok can give a fine display with his nunchakkos sticks. 

The Corps is proud to see him demonstrate his round of tricks. 

But those aren't the only kind with which old Krok would like to mix— 
He really prefers punjee. 

CHORUS 

Watch out for Dr. Kwak whose anesthetic is a shoe. 

One day, in fun, he belted Kras and broke his arm in two. 

But, luckily, could set the bone. Kwak knew just what to do. 

Because he was First Aide. 

CHORUS 

Concerning moral matters, Kreek the Chaplain's never lax. 

If he can't convert you with his words, he'll do it with an ax. 

Yes, his methods make the crew appreciate a certain old song's facts. 
Namely, Nearer My God To Thee. 

CHORUS 





CS5I 










' 
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Klutz, the Engineer, doesn't know zilch from mechanics. 

He's a hopeless case in Chemistry, and worse still at Physics. 
But still he keeps his job, because the one thing Klutz can fix 
Is the K.D.C. up with broads. 

CHORUS 

The short, top-heavy one is Krotch, she travels with our horde. 
She is the perfect hostess, even helps Kras sheath his sword. 
Each time we see her on the bridge we're glad that she's aboard. 
Because she's our relief. 

CHORUS 

Translated from the original Klingonese by Chen(Paula Smith) 
Copyright 1975 by Boojurns Press. 


WE'VE GOT WARSHIPS 


(I've Got Sixpence) 


We've got warships, thousand, thousand warships. 

C G 

We've got warships to build our Empire with. 

C Dm 

We've got warships to smuggle with, warships to battle with, 

G7 . C 

Warships to hold back in reserve. 


G C 

Our Emperor will lead us. 

Dm G 

No treaties we have signed will impede us. 

C Dm7 F 

The Universe will soon belong to us, 

G7 C 

As we go Klinging, Klinging on. 


G C 

Klinging on, Klinging on, 

G C F G7 

On the strength of Imperial shi-i-i-ips, 

c ? 

Happy is the hour when the Klingons are in pow r, 

G7 C 

As we go Klinging, Klinging on I 

Sharon Ferraro 
Copyright 1976 
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TAKE ME HOME, STARRY ROADS 
(Country Roads) 

G D7 G C D7 C 

Almost heaven, planet Vulcan, 

D7 C D7 C 

H'lvin' grey, peace of D'Rhiset. 

G D7 G D7 C D7 C 

Life is old there, older than the Tree, 

D7 C D7 

Younger than the Mountain 
D7 C 

Where my soul is free. 

C G 

CHORUS: Starry roads, take me home 

C F 

To the place where I belong, 

C G 

Peaceful dwelling, planet Vulcan. 

C G7 C 

Take me home, starry roads. 

All my mem'ries gather round her; 

Ancient castle, well of living water. 

Bright and burning ruby in the sky. 

Misty scent of Blooming, 

Teardrops in my eyes. 

CHORUS 

C G C 

I hear her voice: in my waking hours she calls me. 

F C G 

Pon Farr's pain reminds me that my home is far away. 

C G C 

Cruising at warp 8, I get the feeling that I should have been home 
G 

yesterday. 

F 

Yesterday... 

CHORUS 

FINAL CHORUS: Starry roads, take me home 

To the place I belong. 

Peaceful dwelling, with Tsaichrani. 

Take me home, starry roads. 

Take me home, down starry roads. 

Jan Snyder 
Copyright 1975 
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THE EPICAL HISTORY OF THE WAR OF THE RINGS or 
THE ORCS' MARCHING SONG (Long Version) 

(The Ballad of Jesse James) 

C C7 F C 

1. Sauron was quite loth to be servant to Morgoth 

C G 

And he really didn't care for wretched hours 

C C7 F C 

So he set up on his own on a brand new Mord'rish throne. 

C G7 C 

And he built up Barad-dur, the Dark Tower [DC/AF]. 

F C 

CHORUS I Now, Sauron had no friend to help him at the end, 

C G 

Not even an Ore or a slave. (Ore! Ore!) 

C C7 F C 

It was dirty Frodo Baggins that fixed his little wagon 
C G7 C 

And laid poor Sauron in his grave. [GH] 

2. Sauron had some rings. They were mighty useful things. 

And he only wanted One to keep. 

But Isildur took the One just to have a little fun. 

Sauron's finger still inside it - what a creep! [GH] 

CHORUS II Now Sauron had no friend to help him at the end 

Not one of his foul Orcish crew, (Orcish crew!) 

It was dirty Frodo Baggins that fixed his little wagon. 
Because it seemed the fannish thing to do. [TAJ/AF] 

3. Isildur started forth for his palace in the North, 

But his fate turned out to be an Indian giver. 

For the Ores caught up with him, and although he tried to swim. 
They shot him and the ring rolled down the river. [KKA] 

CHORUS I 

4. Gollum met his ruin while skin-diving in Anduin, 

For 'twas there he found his birthday present. 

He soon gave up steak and pork, just to eat raw fish and Ore — 
Though the flavor was unique, it wasn t pleasant. [GH] 

CHORUS II 

5. Bilbo was the one who started half the fun; 

He used the Ring to hide from poor relations — 

Cheated at the Riddle Game, then he cheated them the same 
By returning and resuming his old station. [AF] 


CHORUS I 
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6. When Bilbo got the Precious toy, it filled his heart with joy 
For it hid him when his enemies were by. 

But the passing of the years corroborated Gandalf's fears, 

And so. Bilbo gave the Ring up with a sigh [TL] 

CHORUS II 

7. Bilbo found the Shire a bore, but was scared of Barad-dur, 

So he "passed the buck" to Frodo as a present. 

Gandalf threw it in the fire, but it was no funeral pyre; 

Just Mount Doom could kill the Ring—with someone in it. [AF] 

CHORUS I 

8. Bilbo had a party; Hobbits drank and ate quite hearty. 

Of wine and cake, and also goose with sage. 

Bilbo went out with a bang, as his birthday song they sang; 

Took the hard way out just not to tell his age. [AF/EDS] 

CHORUS II 

9. Frodo loved the Shire but he wanted something higher. 

And Lobelia had her eye upon the spoons — 

So Frodo tried to run, though Sam nearly spoiled the fun; 

All the Hobbits went off singing marching tunes. [AF] 

CHORUS I 

10. They hid from one Black Rider, and they soon met up with Strider 
Not before they got in crazy mushroom pickles. 

From fingering the Ring, Frodo almost blew the thing. 

But the game went on, though in a mess and mickles. [AF] 

CHORUS II 

11. Now then. Old Tom Bombadil was a merry fellow still; 

He had rescued Merry when the trees got frisky. 

But the Hobbits wanted inns, as they sadly lacked in gin — 

So, they went and drowned their fright in Barley's whiskey. 


CHORUS I 

12. While staying at the inn, some new fun did begin. 

Frodo put his finger in It as I've said. 

So, they toddled off to bed with a bolster for a head. 

By the morning. Barley's face had turned quite red. [AF/EDS] 

CHORUS II 

13. Sauron went to war for the glory of Mordor, 

But his Ores couldn't stand the sun. 

It was marching in the heat, made them feel so very beat- 
So he made them suntan lotion by the ton. [SC] 


[AF/EDS] 


CHORUS I 
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14. Gandalf found the the gate when the night was very late, 

And he thought that he had been so very cunning. 

But when drums began to boom in the depths of Khazad-Dum. 

Strider and the Walkers started running. [KKA] 

CHORUS II 

15. Boromir was tempted; through Ore arrows he repented. 

'Twas the first time such a cure was made that way. 

Uruks shouldn't brag since healing's really not their bag— 

Next they'll ask the Ores to join the A. M. A.! [AF/EDS] 

CHORUS I 

16. Brandybuck and Took should have their shoulders shook; 

Haven't sense enough to stay where they should be. 

Below the belt's not fair; Hobbits shouldn't put on airs, 

Just because one slit a Ringwraith in the knee. [AF/EDS] 

CHORUS II 

17. Now when Frodo and when Sam went trespassing through the land 
That lay between the North the West, and South, 

Well, they found that Shelob's lair had the very selfsame air 
That was found in Spiro Agnew's open mouth. [SC] 

CHORUS I 

18. The wizard Saruman heard that rings were in demand. 

As a prelude to the coming of the stork. 

And he thought that Sauron's Ring would be just the perfect thing 
For his wedding to a pregnant lady Ore. [KKA] 

CHORUS II 

19. That wizard Saruman heard that rings, they could command. 

And he said the One was lost so he could win it. 

He wanted it to war on his black adversary Sauron — 

He wanted to be God but didn't make it. [GH] 

CHORUS I 

20. Treebeard and his pals, when they couldn't find their gals. 

Were content to stand around and just make shade. 

Yes, Sarumen had hints, but he overlooked the Ents, 

Who at Helm's Deep stage an Arbor Day parade. [DD] 

CHORUS II 

21. The axes of the Ores caused those Ents to blow their corks. 

What a shame they spoiled the wizard's lovely plans. 

Yep, they flooded up his tower—"How I rue the wretched hour!"— 
What ole Sharkey needed was some good strong...dams. [AF] 


CHORUS I 
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22. Wormtongue, he rode up, but he didn't stay to sup. 

He went swimming in his coat and in his pants. 

The Hobbits stayed and ate, and I heard them loudly state 
That it wouldn't be a party without Ents [UBF] 

CHORUS II 

23. Eowyn wanted Strider, or else to be a Rider, 

Till the Ringwraith put her in an awful pickle; 

But when she got to Gondor, of Faramir was fonder, 

For 'tis sadly true that all them ferns are fickle. [AF] 

CHORUS I 

24. Denethor did say that the West had lost its way, 

And Gandalf really didn't have a clue. 

He never found if he was right, for he died that very night— 

'Twas one hell of a horrific barbecue. [AF] 

CHORUS II 

25. Denethor did say, that the West had lost the day; 

That there was no time for mourning or for rue. 

He failed to cook his son, but he got himself well-done-- 
Now, wasn't that a...Martian thing to do? [AF] 

CHORUS I 

26. When Frodo saw the ring, he rather liked the thing. 

But it worried him each and every minute. 

At the end of his long mission, just to keep up the tradition, 

He lost it with his finger still within it. [GH] 

CHORUS II 

27 Poor Rosie missed her Sam as he traipsed throughout the land. 

He got home just like those other Hobbit sillies. 

They bagged a few Ore-men, but were scared but good again. 

Now, as soon as it gets dark they get the willies. [AF] 

CHORUS I 

28. Old Lobelia died a hero, though before her score was zero, 
Sackville-Baggins was a heavy name to carry. 

Watch all dames with big umbrellas. They are hell upon the fellas. 
They do not care where the belt is when they parry. [AF] 

CHORUS II 

29. Sauron felt quite poor at the fall of Barad-dur, 

And he didn't have a friend, as I have mentioned. 

But there are some of his kind left, they direct the N3F, 

And the Ores show up at every damned convention! [GH/FL] 


CHORUS I 
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30. And if you cry "That's bad!"—here is more won't make you glad. 
In the mundane or in fannish world today: 

Better watch whom you make mad, for it has been truly said. 

That the Nazgul now control the SCA. [AF] 

CHORUS II 

31. Servants of the dread Black Lord today serve in the Dark Horde; 
Yes, lots of Sauron's friends are left today. 

You can see them if you choose. You can even hear their views 
Some are fans who come to cons to just get laid. [AF/EDS] 

CHORUS I 

32. Now Sauron is no more and his dark land of Mordor 
Was destroyed without a single hint of pity. 

But his spirit lives today, just the same in every way, 

On the House Un-American Activities Committee. [?/AF] 

CHORUS II 

32A. Sauron is no more, and his dark land of Mordor 
Was destroyed without a moment's hesitation. 

But his spirit lives today, just the same in every way 
In Governor Ed King's Administration. [AJR] 

CHORUS I 


33. In the wake of his defeat, Sauron ought to have felt beat. 

But you needn't for his sake shed any tears. 

Although Mordor is a wreck, he's / busy running cons for Trekkies, 
And each Ore has swapped his axe for pointed ears. [ES] 

CHORUS II 


34. After Barad-dur's collapse, it was stricken from the maps, 
But a city later rose upon its site. 

Though it wouldn't do to say where the land of Mordor lay. 
Don't you try to cross the Common late at night! [RE] 


CHORUS I 


35. Now you'd think that Sauron's done, for they did melt down the One, 
And you must admit that Mordor is a mess! 

But he had a scheme, I fear, to exploit the palantir, 

And the Eye is seen each night on CBS. [DD] 

CHORUS II 

36. Shagrat's job went down the drain at the end of Sauron's reign, 

And his new line of employment did result. 

Now he sends pornography through the U.S.P.O.D., 

And he runs it in a fanzine for The Cult. 
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CHORUS I 
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37. Sharkey's last desire for revenge upon the Shire 
Was to make a wasteland vast for all to see; 

His cronies, one may fear, do control the palantir— 

For how else can one explain daytime TV? [AF] 

CHORUS II 

38. Others aren't in pain who long worked for Sauron's reign— 

Why, they think that their new lines of work are keen; 

Though pen-names they may use, you can spot them if you choose 
In almost any movie magazine. [AF] 

CHORUS I 

39. When three Westrons, mithril clad, in an Elvish mode, and glad. 
Stop at Butterbur's, to take their Lordships ease, 

They will belly up to the bar, and in one voice they will roar, 
"Three rings for the Elven Kings, if you please!" [FP] 

CHORUS II 

40. Yes, when Westrons, mithril clad, in an Elvish mode and glad. 
Step into Butterbur's to slake their thirst, 

We shall raise up such a howl, although it may be foul-- 
And then we'll grab their beer and drink it first. [AF] 

CHORUS I 
CHORUS II 
AUTHORS 

GH: George Heap 

TAJ: Ted Johnstone 

KKA: Karen Anderson 

RE: Dick Eney 

FL: Fred Lerner 

AF: Adrienne Fein 

UBF: Unknown Fan at Boskone XII 

DD: Dean Dickensheat 

DC: Dave Carldon 

SC: Sherna Comerford 

FP: Fred Phillips 

ES: Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss 
TL: Tamar Lindsay 

EDS: Jim Dana and Charlie Hamilton 
AJR: Joe Ross 

Arranged by Jim Dana and Charlie Hamilton 
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THE EPICAL HISTORY OF THE WAR OF THE RINGS or 
THE ORCS' MARCHING SONG (Short Version) 

(The Ballad of Jesse James) 

C C7 F C 

Sauron had some rings, they were very useful things, 

C G 

And he only wanted One to keep. 

C C7 F C 

But Isildur took the One just to have a little fun. 

C G7 C 

Sauron's finger was inside it — what a creep! 

F C 

CHORUS I Now, Sauron had no friend to help him at the end, 

C G 

Not even an Ore or a slave. (Ore! Ore!) 

C C7 F C 

It was dirty Frodo Baggins that fixed his little wagon 
C G7 C 

And laid poor Sauron in his grave. 

Isildur started forth for his palace in the North, 

But his fate turned out to be an Indian giver. 

For the Ores caught up with him, and although he tried to swim, 
They shot him and the ring rolled down the river. 

CHORUS II Sauron had no friend to help him at the end, 

Not one of his foul Orcish crew. 

It was dirty Frodo Baggins that fixed his little wagon. 
Because it seemed the fannish thing to do. 

Gollum met his ruin while skin-diving in Anduin, 

For ' twas there he found his birthday present. 

He soon gave up steak and pork, just to eat raw fish and Ore — 
Though the flavor was unique, it wasn't pleasant. 

CHORUS I 

Sauron went to war for the glory of Mordor, 

But his Ores didn't like the sun. 

It was marching in the heat, made them feel so very beat. 

So he made them suntan lotion by the ton. 

CHORUS II 

Gandalf found the the gate when the night was very late. 

And he thought that he had been so very cunning, 

But when drums began to to boom in the deeps of Khazad-Dum, 
Strider and the Walkers started running. 



CHORUS I 
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The wizard Saruman heard that rings were in demand. 

And he said the One was lost so he could take it. 

He wanted it to war on his black adversary Sauron — 

He wanted to be God but didn't make it. 

CHORUS II 

Treebeard and his pals, when they couldn't find their gals. 

Were content to stand around and just make shade. 

But the axes of the Ores caused those Ents to blow their corks. 

And at Helm's Deep stage an Arbor Day parade. 

CHORUS I 

When Frodo saw the ring, he rather liked the thing. 

But it worried him every minute. 

At the end of his long mission, just to keep up the tradition. 

He lost it with his finger still within it. 

CHORUS II 

Sauron, he felt poor at the fall of Barad-Dur, 

And he didn't have a friend, as I have mentioned. 

But there are some of his kind left, they direct the N3F, 

And the Ores show up at every damned convention! 

CHORUS I 

Sauron is no more, and his dark land of Mordor 
Was destroyed without a single hint of pity. 

But his spirit lives today, just the same in every way. 

On the House Un-American Activities Committee. 

CHORUS II 

After Barad-Dur's collapse, it was stricken from the maps. 

But a city later rose upon its site. 

Though it wouldn't do to say where the land of Mordor lay, 

Don't you try to cross the Common late at night!* 

CHORUS I 

Now you'd think that Sauron's done, for they did melt down the One, 
And you must admit that Mordor is a mess! 

But he had a scheme, I fear, to exploit the Palantir, 

And the Eye is seen each night on CBS. 

CHORUS II 


*New York fen sing the original "Don't you try to walk through Central Park 
at night!". In other places, other locations are named. 
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Shagrat's job went down the drain at the end of Sauron's reign. 
And his new line of employment did result. 

Now he sends pornography through the U.S.P.O.D., 

And he runs it in a fanzine for the Cult. 

CHORUS I 

When three Westrons, mithril clad, in an Elvish mode, and glad. 
Stop at Butterbur's to take their Lordships' ease. 

They will belly up to the bar, and in one voice they will roar, 
"Three rings for the Elven Kings, if you please!" 

CHORUS I 

CHORUS II 


GIVE MY REGARDS TO ORTHANC 

#■ 

(Give My Regards To Broadway) 

C G 

Give my regards to Orthane; 

F G7 C 

Remember me to Barad-Dur. 

C G7 D7 

Tell all the boys from old Nan-Curunir 
D7 G 

That I'll be there for sure. 

C G 

Whisper of how I'm yearning 

F ' G E 

To mingle with the Morgul throng. 

A D 

Give my regards to Shelob's lair, 

C G7 C 

And tell her I'll be there ere long. 
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HIGH FLY THE NAZGUL 
(Green Grow the Rushes, Oh) 

G 

I'll sing you one, oh. 

G D7 G 

High fly the Nazgul, oh! 

G 

What is your One, oh? 

G C 

One for the One Ring, Lord of All, 
D7 G 

That was destroyed by Frodo. 


G 

10 for the battles of the Ring, 

D7 G 

9 for the nine brave walkers, 

8 for the ancient Elf swords, 

7 for the Dwarf-Lords' magic rings, 

6 for the names of Strider, 

(6 for the six names of the King)* 

5 for the Wizards from the West, 

4 for the questing Hobbits, 

(4 for the Hobbits on their quest)* 

G D7 G D7 

3, three, the Elven rings, 

G C A7 D 

2, two, the watchful towers, guarding over Mordor, oh. 

And One for the One Ring, Lord of All, 

That was destroyed by Frodo. 

Last verse ends: One for Sauron, Lord of All, 

That rules us all from Mordor. 

Ted Johnstone 

* Sing the version in parentheses when this line is sung for the 
first time. Sing the other version thereafter. 
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ONWARD, SAURON'S SOLDIERS 

(Onward, Christian Soldiers) 

C G7 

Onward, Sauron's soldiers, 

G7 C 

Marching off to war, 

C G 

With the eye of Sauron 
Am D7 G 
Going on before. 

G C 

Darkness like a banner 

F 

all the foe. 

Dm7 

into battle, 

G7 

Nazgul go! 

C G7 

Onward, Sauron's soldiers, 
G7 C 

Marching off to war, 

C G7 C 

With the eye of Sauron 
F G7 C 
Going on before. 

Trolls and Balrogs mangle. 

Dragons burn and bite! 

With us you must tangle 
Or run and scream in fright. 

Evil is our watchword. 

Pain is our delight; 

Middle-earth must crumble. 

Under Mordor's blight. 

CHORUS 

From the dread dark tower. 

To black Khazad-dum 

We'll send elves and hobbits 

Shrieking to their tomb. 

Men and dwarves together 
Go down in defeat. 

In the hunger after battle. 

They'll be nice to eat. 


C7 

Shadows 

F 

Forward 

Dm7 

See the 


CHORUS: 














j 



CHORUS 
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Conquer every village! 

Yell our battle cry! 

Murder, rape, and pillage. 

Then spit in their eye! 

See the craven victims 
Quivering with fear: 

We'll be marching out of Mordor 
Sometime late next year. 

CHORUS 

Dick Tatge, A1 Kuhfeld, and Ken Fletcher 


ALL YOU NEED IS ORCS 
(All You Need is Love) 

Ores, Ores, Ores, 

Ores, Ores, Ores, 

Ores, Ores, Ores . . . 

You don't need a fortress strong as Barad-dur, 

It doesn't matter if your plans aren't set too sure. 

You don't have to be a general if you've got a place to hide. 
It's easy . . . 

CHORUS: All you need is Ores, all you need is Ores, 

All you need is Ores, Ores, 

Ores is all you need. 

There's nothing you can do but hurt yourself, 

A Palantir won't sit upon your shelf. 

Still you can give a try and maybe take a fort or two. 

It's easy . . . 

CHORUS 

You're looking for a Ring that won't stay put, 

Your diplomatic mouth is full of foot. 

But you can cause a lot of trouble if you go about it right. 
It's easy . . . 


CHORUS 
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SMAUG THE MAGIC DRAGON 

(Puff the Magic Dragon) 

G D7 C G 

Smaug the magic dragon lived on the heath, 

C G A7 D 

And in the Lonely Mountain lay with treasure underneath. 

G D7 C G 

Little Bilbo Baggins set off one summer day 

C G C D7 G 

With Gandalf and a bunch of dwarves to steal his gold away. 

CHORUS: Smaug the magic dragon lived on the heath. 

And in the Lonely Mountain lay with treasure underneath. 
Smaug the magic dragon lived on the heath. 

And in the Lonely Mountain lay with treasure underneath. 

The dwarves, when caught by goblins, escaped with Gandalf's aid, 
And Bilbo found a magic ring that Gollum had mislaid. 

They left the goblins puzzled, they thought it very weird 
How thirteen dwarves, a wizard, and a hobbit disappeared. 

CHORUS 

They journeyed through the forest. From the path they strayed. 
They'd've all been spider food without the hobbit's aid. 

Escaping out of Mirkwood, the dwarves arrived in Dale, 

Floating down the river cleverly disguised as kegs of ale. 

CHORUS 

They journeyed to the mountain to find the dragon's store, 

And Bilbo helped to find and open up a secret door. 

The dwarves were all delighted when their burglar stole a cup, 

But Bilbo wondered what would happen when old Smaug woke up. 

CHORUS 

The dragon when awakened was terribly perturbed. 

Suspecting men of Laketown when he found his gold disturbed. 

He flew with burning vengeance to leave the city charred, 

But perished as his heart was pierced with an arrow shot by Bard. 

CHORUS 

The mountain king returned, the river flowed with gold. 

And Mr. Baggins turned at last back toward his hobbit hole. 
Returning from adventure, from war and dragon's lair. 

He found Lobelia walking off with all his silverware. 


CHORUS 
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WHAT SHALL WE DO WITH A DRUNKEN HOBBIT? 

(What Shall We Do with the Drunken Sailor?) 

Am 

CHORUS I: What shall we do with a drunken hobbit? 

G 

What shall we do with a drunken hobbit? 
Am 

What shall we do with a drunken hobbit, 
G Am 

Early in the morning? 

CHORUS II: Weigh hey, the Mythcon's going 1 

Weigh hey, the Mythcon's going! 

Weigh hey, the Mythcon's going. 

Early in the morning! 

Put him in the pool with the skinny-dippers! 

Put him in the pool with the skinny-dippers! 

Put him in the pool with the skinny-dippers. 

Early in the morning. 

CHORUS I 

CHORUS II 

Put him in the Council for three hours!... 

CHORUS I 


CHORUS II 


Run him through the Masq’rade eight times over!... 

CHORUS I 

% 

CHORUS II 


Make him a pawn in the Living Chess Game!... 

Put him in a locked room with Glen GoodKnight!... 
Make him wait forever for the elevator!... 


Make him wear a costume like Dick Plotz's!... 

FINAL CHORUS (Slowly, and in place of CHORUS II): 

Boo hoo, the Mythcon's* over! 

Boo hoo, the Mythcon's over! 

Boo hoo, the Mythcon's over. 

Early in the morning. 

Divers hands at Mythcon IV, 1973 

*or Party, Yulmote, Worldcon, Boskone, Orgy, etc. 
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THE CHILDISH EDDA 

(The Ballad of Jesse James) 

F C 

CHORUS: Yggdrasil, where nine worlds flash, is a noble piece of ash 

C G 

That shelters Norns and Gods and all that crew. 

C C7 F C 

There a dragon gnaws the base of an eagle's resting place, 

C G7 C 

And four harts, a goat, and squirrel complete the zoo. 

C C7 F C 

Frigga took a year or so and, except for mistletoe, 

C G 

Got from everything an oath for Baldr's good. 

C C 7 F C 

Evil Loki wished him harm, so he hired Hodr's arm— 

C G7 C 

And the staff the blind god threw was kissing-wood. 

CHORUS 

Tyr vowed Fenris-wolf his hand if he couldn't break the band 
That All-Father's wisdom made both light and hefty. 

Lupine muscles strained away, but the magic held its sway— 

And from then until The Time they called Tyr "Lefty." 

CHORUS 

When Thor went out to fish, he quickly got his wish. 

And he hauled up Jormungandr from the bay. 

But Hymr cut the cable and Thor was only able 
To brag about "the one that got away." 

CHORUS 

When Thor called on the Giants, they didn't show defiance. 

But they soon got rid of him and of his hammer. 

For the sea he could not swallow, and old Grandmaw beat him hollow. 
And the house-pet caused an awful katzenjammer. 

CHORUS 

Asa-Thor became a "her" for to repossess Mjollnir, 

And unto a frosty brute his troth did plight. 

But the vittles that he ate would an army more than sate. 

And the chefs at Utgard always rued that night. 












CHORUS 
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Each god's apple every day kept the doctor far away 
Till a Giant captured Ydun from their halls. 

Loki fetched home Bragi's bride with her health-food store besides 
Plus a char-broiled eagle underneath the walls. 

CHORUS 

Odin said to Mim, "I think I would sort of like a drink." 

Mim said, "That will cost you your left eye, 

For you've come so very late to the well at Wisdom's Gate, 

And the set-up prices after hours are high." 

CHORUS 

Oh, the Giants brought their war up to Bifrost's very door. 

And the battling wrecked Asgard's perfect clime. 

Jormungandr, Hel, and Fenris dealt out death in doses gen'rous. 

And in fighting did the Aesir pass the Time. 

CHORUS 


Poul Anderson and Ron Ellik 






Page 144 


The NESFA Hymnal 


HOORAY FOR FRODO BAGGINS 

(Hooray for Captain Spaulding from Animal Crackers^ 

C 

Hooray for Frodo Baggins, 

F C 

The Middle-Earth explorerl 

F C 

"I just got back from Mordor!" 

G7 C 

Hooray, hooray, hooray1 

He went to Sauron's castle. 

But there he did not linger; 

"I lost my little finger!" 

Hooray, hooray, hooray! 

E 

CHORUS: 'Twas he who closed the door on 

F 

The evil age of Sauron, 

G# 

So don't call him a moron— 

G 

"Hey, hey!" 

With elves and trees and Samwise, 

He fought at Barad-Duin- 

"It nearly was my ruin!" 

Hooray, hooray, hooray! 

We'll sing his praises loudly. 

For Frodo is our hero. 

"I'd rather have some bheer-o!" 

Hooray, hooray, hooray! 

CHORUS 

Hooray for Frodo Baggins, 

The Middle-Earth explorer! 

C 

He did his thing, 

F 

Destroyed the Ring, 

C G 

And that is why we sing: 

C F G C 

Hooray, hooray, hooray! Hooray! 

Beyond the Fringefan -a/k/a- Marc S. Glasser -and- Donna Camp 
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To most closely filk the original, the quoted lines should 
be sung solo by someone chosen to represent Frodo. If Frodo 
has bushy eyebrows, a big black mustache, and smokes a cigar, 
so much the better. 




PP) 

L 






THE ORCS' DRINKING SONG 
(Mademoiselle From Armentieres) 

C 

The Ores they are a funny race, 

G 

Trolls are, tool 
C 

They hold the sunlight in distaste, 

F 

Balrogs, tool 

G7 F 

Their disposition's rather mean, 

F C7 

Their verses mostly leonine, 

C7 F 

Ores and Trolls and Balrogs too! 

They make their chiefest pleasure still. 
So they do. 

To wreak Great Sauron's evil will. 

All that crew! 

And when he gives no indication 
They use their own imagination. 

Ores and Trolls and Balrogs too! 

They like a bit o' mansflesh, true. 

All that crew. 

And wash it down with a Nameless Brew 
So they do! 

So tell me why the Discon bans 
Creatures so much like SF fans. 

Ores and Trolls and Balrogs too?! 

Dick Eney 
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THE NAZGUL KING OF ANGMAR 

(The Bastard King of England) 

C 

Oh, the Uruks sing of a Nazgul King, 

C G7 C 

lived many years ago; 

F G7 C 

He ruled as king with a magic ring 

C G7 C 

which he got from Arnor's Foe. 

C 

He covered his shape with a sable cape 

C G7 C 

but that was all you'd see, 

F G7 C 

'Cause one of the things you get with rings 

C G7 C 
is invisibility. 

F 

CHORUS: He was vicious and mean and real low down, 

C G 

And he had no face beneath his crown; 

C Am Em Am D7 G7 C 

Sauron bless the Nazgul King of Ang - mar. 

Now Arvedui of Norbury 

was the King of Arthedain. 

His hair he tore as he loudly swore 
that the Angmar men were swine. 

"They're of low birth from Middle-earth, 
and their bloodlines are a mess. 

We need their space for the master race 
of the Men of Westernesse." 

CHORUS 

When Angmar King heard of this thing 
in his palace at Carn Dum, 

He drew his sword with a naughty word 
and he called each serf and groom. 

The Angmar host marched on Fornost 
and vowed not to come back till 

Their King could see Arvedui flee 
from his trusty pterodactyl. 


CHORUS 
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From burned Fornost to the northern coast 
they chased poor Arvedui, 

And he le£t his bones and a pair of stones 
at the bottom of the sea. 

But at last the Elves came in themselves 
to scatter, slay, and burn. 

And the Witch-King said just before he fled 
for his life, "I shall return." 

CHORUS 

John Boardman 
Copyright 1963 


S-A-U-R-O-N! 


(M-O-T-H-E-R!) 

c Gm F C7 

S is for his stronghold down in Mordor. 

C7 f 

A is for the armies at his call. 

C7 F d7 

U is for the Uruks in his forces. 

G7 c7 

R xs for the Ring that rules them all. 

** Gm C7 

0 is for his forge in Orodruin. 

c7 . AD 

N is for the Nazguls at his beck. 

Dm F 

Put them all together, they spell SAURON! 

C7 F 

And you're lucky if he doesn't wring your neck 

John Boardman 
Copyright 1963 
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THE ENTS' MARCHING SONG 

(The Ants' Marching Song) 

Em G D 

The Ents go marching one by one. Hurrah, Hurrah 1 
Em G B7 

The Ents go marching one by one. Hurrah, Hurrah! 

Em D 

The Ents go marching one by one, 

B7 

To get their chlorophyll into the sun. 

Em D 

CHORUS:The Ents go marching 

Em 

Round and round and into the ground 
Em 

And out in the rain and in again. 

The Ents go marching two by two. Hurrah, Hurrah! 

The Ents go marching two by two. Hurrah, Hurrah! 

The Ents go marching two by two! 

Does a marching tree wear a wooden shoe? 

CHORUS 

The Ents go marching three by three, Hurrah, Hurrah! 
The Ents go marching three by three. Hurrah, Hurrah! 
The Ents go marching three by three! 

That must be a sight-a marching tree. 

CHORUS 

The Ents go marching four by four. Hurrah, Hurrah! 

The Ents go marching four by four. Hurrah, Hurrah! 

The Ents go marching four by four. 

Out of the forest of Fangor'. 

CHORUS 

The Ents go marching five by five, Hurrah, Hurrah! 

The Ents go marching five by five. Hurrah, Hurrah! 

The Ents go marching five by five, 

A-looking for their Entish wives. 

CHORUS 

The Ents go marching six by six. Hurrah, Hurrah! 

The Ents go marching six by six. Hurrah, Hurrah! 

The Ents go marching six by six; 

They use their limbs for walking sticks. 



CHORUS 
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The Ents go marching seven by seven. Hurrah, Hurrah! 

The Ents go marching seven by seven. Hurrah, Hurrah! 

The Ents go marching seven by seven. 

To Orthanc like the wrath of heav'n. 

CHORUS 


The Ents go marching eight by eight. Hurrah, Hurrah! 
The Ents go marching eight by eight. Hurrah, Hurrah! 
The Ents go marching eight by eight, 

Chase Sharkey through his tower gate. 


CHORUS 


The Ents go marching 
The Ents go marching 
The Ents go marching 
Hastily at two-eight 


nine by nine. Hurrah, Hurrah! 
nine by nine. Hurrah, Hurrah! 
nine by nine, 
time. 


CHORUS 


The Ents go marching 
The Ents go marching 
The Ents go marching 
It's the end of this 


ten by ten. Hurrah, Hurrah! 
ten by ten. Hurrah, Hurrah! 
ten by ten, 

song-we won't see them again. 


CHORUS 


Jim Landau and Sherna Comerford 
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THE BONNIE BLACK FLAG 
(The Bonnie Blue Flag) 

C G7 C G 

We are a band of brothers and natives 'neath the soil, 

Am Em F C Dm G7 C 

Fighting for the poverty we lost to honest toil; 

C G7 C G 

And when our wrongs were threatened, the cry rose near and far: 

Am Em F C Dm G7 C 

"Hurrih! for the bonnie black flag that bears a single eye!" * 


C G7 Dm G7 C 

CHORUS: Hurrih, hurrih, for Mordor's wrongs, hurrih! 

C F C F G7 C 

Hurrih for the bonnie black flag that bears a single eye. 

First there came up Sauron who ignobly took the stand. 

Then there came the Nazgul who grabbed him by the hand. 

Next quickly came the Ores, Trolls, Men of the Far South, 

All raised on high the bonnie black flag that bears a single eye. 

CHORUS 

Ye men of greed now gather round the banner of the wrong; 

Orthanc and the Balrog now have come into our throng. 

Sauron our great leader and Angmar killers are. 

All raise on high the bonnie black flag that bears a single eye. 

CHORUS 

So here's for our conspiracy, strong we are and grave; 

Like plunderers of old we'll fight, our hairy necks to save. 

And rather than to gain some fame, to kill we would prefer; 

So raise on high the bonnie black flag that bears a single eye! 

CHORUS 

Jeer, boys, jeer, and raise a noisy shout; 

Smeagol and Gollum now have both come out; 

Let another lousy jeer for Saruman be given; 

The single eye of the bonnie black flag has grown to challenge heaven! 

CHORUS 

Pat Kelly 
Copyright 1977 


*"Hurrih" is pronounced "her-eye. 
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MIDDLE-EARTH 
(Penny Lane) 

In Middle-earth there is a tavern on the Eastern Road. 
There travelers will find its tables full of cheer; 

And when the innkeeper brings the beer. 

He may bend an ear. 


In Middle-earth well hidden deep in the Old Forest's trees 
Tom Bombadil maintains a house of cobbled stone. 

To which he brings Goldberry home 
From the River's edge—to his bed. 

Middle-earth, beneath the Stars, below the Sun, 

Where the seedling of Telperion is planted; 

Elsewhere back 

In Middle-earth there is a Hobbit in a hobbit-hole. 

He keeps it clean although it's dug into the ground. 

And though he spends a lot of time in town. 

Still he's been around. 

In Middle-earth there is a wizard with a staff of oak. 

His flowing beard is colored like new-fallen snow. 

His fireworks light up the fields below. 

And his smoke-rings glow. 

Middle-earth, beneath the Stars, below the Sun, 

A wonder where the Norland waters run ere sunlight; 
Elsewhere back 

In Middle-earth the wizard smokes his pipe contentedly. 

We see the hobbits walking humming to the inn. 

And then old Bombadil rushes in 
From the River's edge—to his bed. 







POTPOURRI 
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THE BASTARD KING OF ENGLAND 



years ago. Who ruled his land with an i-ron hand. Though 



his mind was weak and low. He loved to hunt the Roy-al 



stag With-in the Roy-al wood. But bet-ter than this, he 



loved the bliss Of pulling his Roy-al ]5ud. 



CHORUS: He was dir-ty and lou-sy and full of fleas. His ter-ri-ble 
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C 

Oh, the minstrels sing of an English King 
C G7 C 

Who lived long years ago, 

F G7 C 

Who ruled his land with an iron hand, 

C G7 C 

Though his mind was weak and low. 

C 

He loved to hunt the Royal stag 

C G7 C 

Within the Royal wood. 

F G7 C 

But better than this, he loved the bliss 
C G7 C 

Of pulling his Royal pud. 

F 

CHORUS I: He was dirty and lousy and full of fleas. 

C G 

His terrible tool hung down to his knees. 

C Am Em Am D7 G7 C 

God save the bastard King of Eng-a-land. 

Now the Queen of Spain was an amorous dame, 

A sprightly wench was she. 

And she longed to fool with His Majesty's tool 
So far across the sea. 

So she sent a Royal message 
With a Royal messenger 
To ask the King to bring his ding 
And spend a week with her. 

CHORUS II: He was dirty and lousy and full of fleas. 

He had his women by twos and threes. 

God save the bastard King of Eng-a-land. 

When Philip of France, he heard by chance. 

He swore before his court, 

"The Queen prefers my rival 
Just because my dork is short." 

So he sent the loyal Due d'Alsace 
To slip the Queen a dose of clap 
To pass it on to the bastard 
King of Eng-a-land. 











CHORUS I 
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When news of this foul deed was heard 
Within fair Windsor's Walls, 

The King swore by the Royal Whore 
He'd have the Frenchman's balls. 

So he offered half his kingdom 
And the hole of Queen Hortense 
To any sod who brought him the rod 
And the nuts of the King of France. 

CHORUS II 

So the brave young Duke of Buckingham 
Betook himself to France. 

Where he made a pass and stripped the sash 
From the Royal pajama pants. 

Round Philip's dong he tied a thong, 

Jumped on his horse and galloped along. 

Dragging the Frenchman 
Back to Eng-a-land. 

CHORUS I 

Now the King threw up his breakfast 
And he fainted on the floor. 

For in the ride his rival's pride 
Had stretched a yard or more. 

And all the maids of Eng-a-land 
Came down to London Town, 

And shouted round the battlements, 

"To hell with the British Crown!" 

FINAL CHORUS: So Philip of France usurped the throne. 

His scepter was his Royal bone. 

God save the bastard King of Eng-a-land. * 

Arranged by Joe Ross and Lisa Raskind 

*The first words of the last line should be sung slowly, 
in imitation of "God Save the King." 
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TO ANACREON IN HEAVEN 

(Francis Scott Key wrote "The Star-Spangled Banner" to this 
tune.) 

G D7 G 

To Anacreon in Heav'n, 

G A7 D 

Where he sat in full glee, 

G D7 G 

A few Sons of Harmony sent a petition 

G D7 G A7 D 

That he their Inspirer and Patron would be; 

G D7 G 

When this answer arrived from the Jolly Old Grecian: 

G 

"Voice, Fiddle, and Flute, 

D7 C7 

No longer be mute, 

G D7 G A7 D 

I'll lend you my name and inspire you to boot, 

G C Am G 

CHORUS: And besides I'll instruct you, like me, to intwine 

G D7 G 

The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine." 

(repeat chorus) 

The news through Olympus immediately flew? 

When Old Thunder pretended to give himself airs. 

"If these Mortals are suffered their scheme to pursue. 

The Devil, a Goddess, will stay above stairs. 

Hark, already they cry. 

In transports of joy, 

'Away to the Sons of Anacreon we'll fly, 

CHORUS: And there with good fellows, we'll learn to intwine 
The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine.' 

(repeat chorus) 

"The Yellow-Haired God and his nine fusty Maids 
From Helicon's banks will incontinent flee, 

Idalia will boast but of tenantless Shades, 

And the bi-forked hill a mere desert will be. 

My Thunder no fear on't. 

Shall soon do its errand. 

And dam'me I'll swing the Ringleaders I warrant. 

CHORUS: I'll trim the young dogs, for thus daring to twine 

The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine." 

(repeat chorus) 
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Apollo rose up, and said, "Pry'thee ne'er quarrel. 

Good King of the Gods, with My Vot'ries below: 

Your Thunder is useless"— then showing his laurel, 

Cry'd "Sic evitabile fulmen, you know! 

Then over each head 
My laurels I'll spread. 

So my sons from your Crackers no mischief shall dread, 

CHORUS: While, snug in their clubroom, they jovially twine 

The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine*" 

(repeat chorus) 

Next Momus got up with his risible Phiz 
And swore with Apollo he'd cheerfully join — 

"The full tide of Harmony still shall be his. 

But the Song, and the Catch, and the Laugh shall be mine. 
Then, Jove, be not jealous 
Of these honest fellows." 

Cry'd Jove, "We relent, since the truth you now tell us; 

CHORUS: And swear by Old Styx, that they long shall intwine 

The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine." 

(repeat chorus) 

Ye Sons of Anacreon, then join hand in hand; 

Preserve Unanimity, Friendship, and Love! 

'Tis yours to support what's so happily plann'd; 

You've the sanction of Gods, and the Fiat of Jove. 

While thus we agree. 

Our toast let it be: 

"May our Club flourish Happy, United, and Free! 

CHORUS: And long may the Sons of Anacreon intwine 

The Myrtle of Venus with Bacchus's Vine." 

(repeat chorus) 

Words: Ralph Tomlinson, Esq. 

Music: John Stafford Smith 

As sung at the Crown Anchor Tavern in the Strand, circa 1780. 
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RUM, BY GUM (THE TEMPERANCE UNION SONG) 

C G C 

We're coming, we're coming, our brave little band. 

C G C 

On the right side of Temperance we do take our stand. 

G7 C G7 C 

We don't use tobacco because we do think 

C G7 C 

That the people who use it are likely to drink. [T] 

C 

CHORUS: Away, away with rum, by gum, 

G C 

With rum, by gum, with rum, by guml 
C 

Away, away with rum, by guml 

G7 C 

That's the song of the Temperance Union! 

We never eat cookies because they have yeast, 

And one little bite turns a man to a beast! 

Can you imagine a sadder disgrace 

Than a man in the gutter with crumbs on his face? [T] 
CHORUS 









'j 

-J 


We never touch coffee, it makes our eyes gleam, 

At least, when they add Irish whiskey and cream. 

Can you imagine a fate more unkind 

Than slugging down coffee and getting stone blind? [RE] 
CHORUS 

We never eat fruitcake because it has rum, 

And one little bite turns a man to a bum. 

Can you imagine a sorrier sight 

Than a man eating fruitcake until he gets tight? [T] 
CHORUS 

The man who eats fruitcake leads a horrible life. 

He's mean to his children and he beats up his wife. 

The man who eats fruitcake dies a terrible death, 

With the odor of raisins and rum on his breath. 

CHORUS 

Beware of plum pudding, the kind that they light. 

They drench it in brandy so it will ignite. 

The thought is revolting to temperate folk, 

For people go blotto inhaling the smoke. 





j 



CHORUS 
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We never eat jelly, they make it with wine. 

And one little bite turns a man to a swine. 

Can't you envision in Hell he will roast. 

That teenager drunk on his jelly and toast? [PS] 

CHORUS 

We never drink tea, for they mix it with wine, * 

And one little drink turns a man to a swine. 

Can you imagine a sorrier plight 

Than a man drinking tea and singing all night? 

CHORUS 

We never drink water, they mix it with gin. 

Just one little sip and a man starts to grin. 

Can you imagine a sillier clunk 

Than a man swigging water until he's geshtunk? [RE] 

CHORUS 

We never use mouthwash, we know very well 

That those who taste alcohol go straight to Hell. 

Can you imagine a sorrier scene 

Than a man down in Hell 'cause he used Listerine? [PS] 
CHORUS 

We don't step on grapes because that's making wine. 

And one single stomp turns a man to a swine. 

Can you imagine a fouler defeat 

Than a man getting stonkered by licking his feet? [JL] 
CHORUS 

We never give backrubs, we think it's a crime. 

And lower and lower you'll sink every time. 

An alcohol backrub's a terrible sin. 

Just think of the liquor absorbed through the skin. [PS] 
CHORUS 

We're coming, we're coming, our brave little band. 

On the right side of Temperance we do take our stand. 

We masturbate daily because we do think 

That once you start screwing, you're likely to drink! [JL] 
CHORUS 

Shun girls who are witty and pretty and kind. 

There's nothing like love for corrupting your mind. 

At least, in our circle, it just isn't done. 

Our kids are adopted—we never have fun! [RE] 


CHORUS 
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We never sing filksongs, they're evil and lewd. 

They celebrate Sin, and their language is crude. 

Their language is shocking, their politics vile. 

And their grammar and rhetoric ain't got no style. [RE] 

CHORUS 

So drinking and eating and loving, you see 
Are bound to destroy spi-ri-TU-a-li-tee! 

Our tastes are austere, and our virtue is sure. 

We don't have much fun, but, by golly, we're pure! [RE] 

CHORUS 

Repeat first verse. 

CHORUS 

Traditional [T], Dick Eney [DE], Paula Smith [PS], Jim Landau [JL], 
and unknown others. 

Originally an English song satirizing the "South Asian 
Army." in America the focus changed to the Salvation Army 
or the Temperance Union. 

* Teton tea, a brew popular among singers in the Tetons, Wyoming, 
made of 1/3 white port, 2/3 hot tea, lemon, and sugar. 


HARK! THE HERALDS LOUDLY CRY 
(Hark! the Herald Angels Sing) 

G7 C G 

Hark! The heralds loudly cry, 

C 

"Who will live and who will die?" 

G7 C G 

Tourney time is here once more. 

D7 G 

Kingdom's crown we're fighting for. 

G F G 

Join us on this tourney day. 

G F G7 

Joyously we'll maim and slay. 

F 

Hark! The heralds loudly sing, 

G7 C 

"One of us will soon be King." 


Sir Steven MacEanruig 
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DRUNKEN SPACEMAN 

(What Shall We Do with the Drunken Sailor?) 

Am 

What shall we do with a drunken spaceman? 

G 

What shall we do with a drunken spaceman? 

Am 

What shall we do with a drunken spaceman? 

G Am 

Light years out from Terra. 

CHORUS: Hooray, and off she blasts. 

Hooray, and off she blasts, 

Hooray, and off she blasts. 

Light years out from Terra. 

Put him in the airlock till he's sober... 

Drop him on an asteroid till he's sober... 

Put him through a space warp till he's sober... 

Throw him in the algae till he's sober... 

Put him in the reaction chamber... 

Zap him with a phaser till he's sober... 

Dump him on a comsat till he's sober... 

Hang him on a skyhook till he's sober... 

Leave him in his spacesuit till he's sober... 

Haul him by the legs with a running spaceline... 

Leave him out in a Martian sandstorm... 

Leave him all day in a Lunar crater... 

Boost him into orbit till he's sober... 

Abandon him on a planetoid... 

Further verses can be improvised until the singer's pain threshold 
is reached, or the listeners stone him to death. 
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THE FRESHMEN UP AT YALE 
(I Was Born About Ten Thousand Years Ago) 

C 

Oh, the freshmen up at Yale get no 

G 

Oh, the freshmen up at Yale get no 

F 

To alleviate their yen, 

C 

They go out with Harvard men. 

G7 

Oh, the freshmen up at Yale get no 
Sophomores: 

So half the freshman class 
Has to take it up the ass. 

Juniors: 

To deal with their frustration 
They resort to masturbation. 

Oh, the seniors up at Yale — they get tail. 
Oh, the seniors up at Yale — they get tail. 
But after four years with the guys. 

They can hardly get a rise. 

Oh, the seniors up at Yale — they get tail. 

President: 

His wife is so damn frigid. 

He can hardly keep it rigid. 

Registrar: 

It's not that he's so clean. 

But he's an IBM machine. 

Head Coach: 

Though he tries and tries and tries. 

He can't make it with the guys. 

Chaplain — he gets tail: 

He's laid so many nuns 

He's filled the chancery with his sons. 

Bursar: 

When his wife gets into bed. 

She rolls over and plays dead. 

Hedgehog — he gets tail: 

What the Harvard men won't screw, 

The Yalies gladly do. 


G 

tail. 

C 

tail. 


C 

tail. 
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(Very Slowly) 

Oh, the bulldog up at Yale has no tail. 
Oh, the bulldog up at Yale has no tail. 
But after four years in the halls. 
He's damned lucky he's got balls. 
Oh, the bulldog up at Yale has no tail. 


THE GOVERNMENT IS WATCHING 
(Santa Claus is Coming to Town) 

C 

Oh, you'd better watch outl 
F 

You'd better not pout! 

C F 

Better not cry, I'm tellin' you why: 

C G7 C 

The C.I.A. is watching you! 

They're makin' a list, 

Checkin' it twice! 

Gonna find out who's naughty or nice! 
The F.B.I. is watching you! 

F 

They see you when you're sleeping, 

F 

They know when you're awake, 

D7 G 

They know if you've been bad or good, 
D7 G 

So be good, for goodness' sake! 

You'd better watch out! 

You'd better not pout! 

Better not cry, I'm tellin' you why: 
The C.I.A. is watching, 

The F.B.I. is watching. 

The Government is watching YOU! 

Joe Ross 
Copyright 1977 
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MEN OF HARLECH 
C Am C 

See the glare of fires like hell there, 

F G7 

Tongues of flame that writhe and swell there. 
C F C 

Brave men strike with full-voiced yell there: 
C G7 C 

Forward with all might. 

C Am C 

Armor clashing, cries of foemen, 

F G7 

Hear the chieftains urging "On men!" 

C F C 

Thunder of the charging horsemen 
C G7 C 

Echo height on height. 

G 

Arfon sings for ever 
C 

Of her might and glory. 

C Am C Em 

Wales will be as Wales has been, 

C Am C 

So great in freedom's story. 

F C F C 

Those fires light up the sacrifices; 

D7 G 

Cry of a dying Welshman rises. 

C F C 

In the cause of freedom's crisis 
C G7 C 

Bravest men must fight. 

We'll not die, be conquered never. 

Harlech, Harlech lives for ever. 

Freedom's from the Greatest Giver, 

Freedom is our good. 

See how Welshmen shouting run down; 

From the mountains they do come down. 

Like a storm that strikes at sundown 
Boil up like a flood. 

Welshmen's strength has made her 
Freedom's strong crusader. 

Swords of Welshmen have cut deep 
The hearts of the invader. 

The sword is met by sword replying. 

Steel by steel on strength relying; 

See where Gwalia's flag is flying. 

Freedom's in her blood! 



i'M: I 
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Hack! I hear the foe advancing. 

Barbed steeds are proudly prancing; 
Helmets, in the sunbeams glancing. 
Glitter through the trees. 

Men of Harlech, lie ye dreaming? 

See ye not their falchions gleaming. 
While their pennons gaily streaming 
Flutter in the breeze? 

From the rocks rebounding. 

Let the war-cry sounding 
Summon all at Cambria's call. 

The haughty foe surrounding. 

Men of Harlech, on to glory! 

See your banner famed in story 
Waves these burning words before ye, 
"Britain scorns to yield!" 

'Mid the fray, see dead and dying. 
Friend and foe together lying? 

All around the arrows flying 
Scatter sudden death! 

Frightened steeds are wildly neighing. 
Brazen trumpets hoarsely braying. 
Wounded men for mercy praying 

With their parting breath! 

See-they're in disorder! 

Comrades, keep close order! 

Ever they shall rue the day 
They ventured o'er the border! 

Now the Saxon flees before us; 
Victory's banner floateth o'er us! 
Raise the loud, exulting chorus: 
"Britain wins the field!" 

Men of Harlech, in the hollow 
Do ye hear like rushing billow 
Wave on wave that surging follow 
Battle's distant sound? 

'Tis the tramp of Saxon foemen, 

Saxon spearmen, Saxon bowmen. 

Be they knights or hinds or yeomen. 
They shall bite the ground. 

Loose the folds asunder! 

Flag we conquer under! 

The placid sky, now bright on high. 
Shall launch its bolts in thunder! 
Onward, 'tis our country needs us! 

He is bravest he who leads us, 

Honor's self now proudly heads us- 

Freedom, God, and Right! 
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Rocky steeps and passes narrow 
Flash with spear and flight of arrow. 

Who would think of death or sorrow- 

Death is glory nowl 
Hurl the reeling horseman over. 

Let the earth dead foemen cover. 

Fate of friend, of wife, of lover 
Trembles on a blow! 

Strands of life are riven. 

Blow for blow is given 
In deadly lock or battle shock. 

And mercy shrieks to Heaven! 

Men of Harlech, young or hoary. 

Would you win a name in story? 

Fight for home, for life, for glory. 

Freedom, God, and Right! 

Well-uh goil-kairth wen un flam-yo. 

Ah thav-ode-i tahn un bloyth-yo, 

Ahr eer dew-rion thod ee dah-ro, 

Een-wythe et on een. 

Gahn von-llev i tuh-ois-og-yon, 

LLice gel-on-yon, troost ar-vog-yon. 

Ah char-lom-yod uh march-og-yon, 

Greig-ar greig ah green! 

Ahr-von beeth nee or-veeth, 

Ken-eer un draa-guh weeth, 

Cum-ree veeth vel Cum-ree vee, 

Un glode-ees um mus gled-eeth. 

Ung-ween ohl-i-neer goil-kerth ak-oo, 

Tros wev-ees-i Cum-rone mah-roo, 

On-nee-bun-yeith seeth un gal-oo. 

Am i day-rav deen! 

Nee chife gell-in lath ak-ahm-lid, 

Harlech, Harlech, kwed-you hare-lid, 

Uh my Roth-oor mow'r in Ruh-thid, 

On-roy mairth ee nee. 

Well-uh Gum-ree i buth-in-oy-eth. 

Un um-duh-wallt or mun-uth-oy-eth! 

Reeth-rant vel rye-ad-rye duv-roy-eth, 

Llamant vel utT llee! 

Lloith-yant een llee-thee-on! 

Roo-ees-tro bar ur es-tron! 

Gwich-bod un i gol-on gife, 

Vel brath-uh cleth-ihv Breeth-on; 

Uh clairth un air-bin clairth ah chware-ee, 

Deer un air-bin deer ah dare-ee, 

Wel-uh von-ner Gwal-ee-i vuh-nee, 

Ruh-thid ife ah hee! 

Welsh transliteration by William Cole. 

English translations by Peter John Stephens (verses 1 and 2), 

Thomas Oliphant (verses 3 and 4), and William Duthie (verses 5 and 6). 
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"Rhyfelgyrch Gwyr Harlech" (March of the Men of Harlech) 
commemorates the defense of Harlech Castle by the Welsh 
under Dafydd ap Jevan against the English in 1468. "I 
held a tower in France till all the old women in Wales 
heard of it," said Dafydd, "and now all the old women in 
France shall hear how I defend this castle." 


GOD BLESS FREE ENTERPRISE 

(God Bless America) 

C G7 

God bless free enterprise, 

D7 C 

System divine. 

F 

Stand beside her 
C 

And guide her, 

C G7 C 

Just as long as the profits are mine. 

G7 

Good old Wall Street, 

C 

May she flourish; 

F 

Corporations, 

G 

May they grow. 

F C 

God bless free enterprise, 

D7 G 

The status quo. 

F C 

God bless free enterprise, 

G7 C 

The status quo. 


Burton House (M.I.T.) Marcus Aurelius Society 
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THE ALCOHOLICS' ANTHEM 
(Men of Harlech) 

C Am C 

What's the use of drinking tea, 

F G7 

Indulging in sobriety 
C F C 

And teetotal perversity? 

C G7 C 
It's healthier to booze. 

C Am C 

What's the use of milk and water? 

F G7 

These are drinks that never oughter 
C F C 

Be allowed in any quarter — 

C G7 C 

Come on, lose your blues. 

G 

CHORUS: Mix yourself a shandy! 

C 

Drown yourself in brandy! 

C Am C Em 

Sherry sweet or whiskey neat 

C Am C 

Or any kind of liquor that is handy! 

F C 

There's no blinking 
F C 

Sense in drinking 
D7 G 

Anything that doesn't leave you stinking! 
C F C 

There's no happiness like sinking 
C G7 C 

Blotto to the floor! 

Put an end to all frustration. 

Drinking may be your salvation. 

End it all in dissipation 
Rotten to the core. 

Aberrations metabolic. 

Ceilings that are hyperbolic. 

These are for the alcoholic 
Lying on the floor. 
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CHORUS: Vodka for the arty! 

Gin to make you hearty! 

Lemonade was only made 

For drinking if your mother's at the party! 
So steer clear 
Of home-made beer 

And anything that isn't labelled clear; 
There is nothing else to fear — 

So bottoms up, my boys! 

From the Christchurch, New Zealand University Revue 


UNCLE JOE AND AUNTY MABEL 

(Hark! the Herald Angels Sing) 

G7 C G 

Uncle Joe and Aunty Mabel 
C 

Fainted on the breakfast table. 

G7 C G 

This should be sufficient warning: 

D7 G 

Never do it in the morning. 

G F G 

Ovaltine has set them right; 

G F G7 

Now they do it in the night. 

F 

Uncle Joe is hoping soon 
G C 

To do it in the afternoon. 

F 

Aunty Mabel will agree, 

G7 C 

It hits the spot at half past three. 


Life presents a dismal picture; 
Life is full of tears and gloom. 
Father has a penile stricture; 
Mother has a fallen womb. 

Sister Jill has been aborted 
For the sixth or seventh time. 
Brother Bill has been.deported 
For a homosexual crime. 

Brother Bill has been deported 
For a homosexual crime. 
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WOAD 

(Men of Harlech) 

C Am C 

What's the use of wearing braces, 

F G7 

Hats and spats and shoes with laces, 
C F C 

Vests and coats you buy in places 
C G7 C 

Down on Brompton Road? 

C Am C 

What's the use of shirts of cotton, 

F G7 

Studs that always get forgotten? 

C F C 

Such affairs are simply rotten, 

C G7 C 

Better far is Woadl 


G 

Woad's the stuff to show men, 

C 

Woad to scare your foemen — 

C Am C Em 

Boil it to a brilliant blue, 

C Am C 

And rub it on your legs and your abdomen! 
F C F C 

Ancient Britons never hit on 
D7 G7 

Anything as good as Woad to fit on 
C F C 

Neck and knees and where you sit on— 

C G7 C 

Tailors, you be blowed. 

Romans came across the channel. 

All dressed up in tin and flannel. 

Half a pint of Woad per man'll 

Clothe us more than these! 

Saxons, ye may save your stitches. 

Building beds for bugs in britches. 

We have Woad to clothe us, which is 
Not a nest for fleas. 





J 






Romans, save your armor, 

Saxons, your pajamas— 

Hairy coats were made for goats. 

Gorillas, yaks, retriever dogs, and llamas! m 
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So march on Snowdon with your Woad on; 

Never mind if you get rained or snowed on. 

Never need a button sewed on— 

Woad for us today1 

This song is a parody of the Welsh marching-song MEN OP HARLECH. WOAD 
was presumably written as a satirical rebuke of the Celtic nationalist 
movement at the beginning of this century. Woad is a blue dye worn by 
ancient inhabitants of Britain, in place of clothing. 


GOD SAVE THE QUEEN 

C G 

God save our gracious Queen, 

C 

Long live our noble Queen, 

G7 C 

God save the Queen: 

C G 

Send her victorious, 

F G7 

Happy and glorious, 

C 

Long to reign over us: 

F C G7 C 
God save the Queen. 

0 Lord our God arise. 

Scatter her enemies, 

And make them fall: 

Confound their politics. 
Frustrate their knavish tricks. 
On thee our hopes we fix: 

God save us all. 

Thy choicest gifts in store. 

On her be pleased to pour. 

Long may she reign: 

May she defend our laws. 

And ever give us cause, 

To sing with heart and voice, 
"God save the Queen." 


Henry Corey (1687-1743) 
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LADY GODIVA (THE ENGINEERS' SONG) 

(The Ramblin' Wreck from Georgia Tech) 

C C7 G7 C 

Godiva was a lady who through Coventry did ride, 

C C7 G 

To show the royal villagers her fine and pure white hide. 

F C 

The most observant man of all, an engineer of course, 

C C7 G7 C 

Was the only man who noticed that Godiva rode a horse. 

CHORUS: We are, we are, we are, we are, we are the engineers. 

We can, we can, we can, we can demolish forty beers. 
Drink rum, drink rum, drink rum, drink rum, and come 
along with us. 

'Cause we don't give a damn 'bout any damn man who 
don't give a damn about us. 

She said, "I've come a long, long way, and I will go as far 
With the man who takes from me this horse and leads me to a 
bar." 

The man who took her from her steed and led her to a beer. 

Was a bleary-eyed surveyor and a drunken engineer. 

CHORUS 

My father was a miner from the northern Malamute. 

My mother was the mistress of a house of ill repute. 

The last time that I saw them, these words rang in my ears, 

"Go to MIT, you son of a B, and join the engineers." 

CHORUS 

The army and the navy went out to have some fun. 

They went down to the taverns where the fiery liquors run, 

But all they found were empties, for the engineers had come 
And traded all their instruments for gallon kegs of rum. 

CHORUS 

Sir Francis Drake and all his ships set out for Calais way. 

They heard the Spanish rum fleet was headed out their way. 

But the engineers had beat them by a night and half a day. 

And though they were drunk as ptarmigans, you still could hear 
them say - 

CHORUS 

Venus was a statue made entirely out of stone. 

Without a stitch upon her, she was naked as a bone. 

On seeing that she had no clothes, an engineer discoursed, 

"Why, the damn thing's only concrete, and should be reinforced." 


CHORUS 
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Rapunzel let her hair down for two suitors down below. 

So one of them could grab ahold and give the old heave-ho. 

The prince began to climb at once, but soon came out the worst, 
For the engineer rode the elevator and reached Rapunzel first. 

CHORUS 

Princeton's run by Wellesley, Wellesley's run by Yale, 

Yale is run by Vassar, and Vassar's run by tail. 

Harvard's run by stiff pricks, the kind you raise by hand, 

But Tech is run by engineers, the finest in the land. 

CHORUS 

If we should find a Harvard man within our sacred halls. 

We'll take him up to physics lab and amputate his balls. 

And if he hollers, "Uncle," I'll tell you what we'll do: 

We'll stuff his ass with broken glass, and seal it up with glue. 

CHORUS 

MIT was MIT when Harvard was a pup. 

And MIT will be MIT when Harvard's busted up. 

And any Harvard son of a bitch who thinks he's in our class 
Can pucker up his rosy lips and kiss the beaver's ass. 

CHORUS 

A maiden and an engineer were sitting in the park. 

The engineer was working on some research after dark. 

His scientific method was a marvel to observe: 

While his right hand wrote the figures, his left hand traced 
the curves. 

CHORUS 




pa) 
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GOD SAVE KING PENDRAGON 

(God Save the Queen) 

C G 

God save King Pendragon. 

C 

Long may his reign drag on. 

G7 C 

God save the king. 

C G 

Send him uproarious, 

F G7 

Happy and hoarious, 

C 

Long may he reign glorious, 

F C G7 C 

God save the King. 
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WHATEVER BECAME OF TOM LEHRER? 

(Whatever Became of Hubert?) 

Whatever became of Tom Lehrer? 

Has anyone heard a thing? 

Is he dead? Still a Prof? 

Does he make bucks enough, that he don't need that stuff he sings? 

A satirical, jocular singer 

Who's been through the political wringer. 

It is hard to record a new disc 
When Harvard brings down its big fist. 

Whatever's become of you, Thomas? 

We miss you, so tell us please: 

Is it Harvard, your boss. 

Why you're gathering moss 

While your waiting applause lies in freeze? 

Does Tommy, recalling when he was big time. 

Think "They won't like my singing. 

For my songs, give a dime." 

We all think that a comeback is due! 

Tom Lehrer, what happened to you? 

Robert Osband 
Copyright 1978 
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p FUZZY 

(Cloudy, by Paul Simon*) 

pp 

Fuzzy. 

My mind is gray and blah and fuzzy. 

F This morning I think it's hungover on me. 









It's a mouth-full-o'-cotton smile 
(Think I'll lie down for a while). 

Makes dying seem worthwhile... 

I lost my better judgment - then last night got quite wild. 


Fuzzy. 

My thoughts are out of focus and they're fuzzy. 

I have no recollections or memories. 

My head echoes and it swells. 

My watch ticking sounds like bells. 

(I just burped; Lord, what a smellI) 

Got some phone number in my pocket of I don't know who in hell. 
Hey, lady, 

I hope you had a real good time. 

Why don't you show your face and jog my mind? 

These blurs float before my eyes 
Like the damning question, WHY? 

She must have been with me last night. 

She doesn't know what we were doing, and, 
my friend, neither do I. 

Fuzzy. 

Fuzzy. 

David Stever 
Copyright 1977 

*to be sung in a faltering voice 



V. 
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MY GOD, HOW THE MONEY ROLLS INI 

(My Bonnie Lies Over the Ocean) 

G C G 

My father makes book on the corner. 

A 7 D 

My mother makes second-hand gin. 

G C G 

My sister makes love for a dollar. 

C D7 G 

My God, how the money rolls in! 


G 

C 

Am 


D7 





G 

CHORUS: Rolls 

in, rolls 

in. 

my 

God, 

how 

the 

money 

rolls 

in. 

rolls in! 








G 

C 

Am 


D7 





G 

Rolls 

in, rolls 

in, 

my 

God r 

how 

the 

money 

rolls 

in! 


My grandma makes pink prophylactics. 

She punches the end with a pin. 

My grandpa does bootleg abortions. 

My God, how the money rolls in! 

CHORUS 

My brother's a poor missionary. 

He saves gorgeous women from sin. 

He'll save you a blonde for five dollars. 
My God, how the money rolls in! 

CHORUS 

My cousin's a poor dirt farmer. 

He tosses his crops in the bin. 

He sells out when there is a shortage. 

My God, how the money rolls in! 

CHORUS 

Oh, I'm just a poor mercenary. 

I don't care if we lose or win. 

As long as you're still here on payday. 

My God, how the money rolls in! 

CHORUS 

My mother's a boarding-house keeper. 

Each night as the lights grow dim. 

She hangs a red light in the window. 

My God, how the money rolls in! 

CHORUS 
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My mother asks home politicians 
To play in a night full of sin. 

My father pops in with a camera. 

My God, how the money rolls ini 

CHORUS 

My cousin sells shields to the Tartars. 
The plywood they're made of is thin. 
Myself, I'm renowned as a doctor. 

My God, how the money rolls in! 

CHORUS 

My brother, the poor mercenary. 

He hires out to help people win. 

Since both sides are paying his salary. 
My God, how the money rolls ini 

CHORUS 



THE TWELVE DAYS OF MARXMAS 

(The Twelve Days of Christmas) 

G7 C F C 

On the twelfth day of Marxmas 
G7 C 

My comrade gave to me: 

G7 Dm 

12 Hunkie Fascists, 

11 Lenins leaping, 

10 Shaking days, 

9 Men in the Kremlin, 

8 Bulganins bulging, * 

7 Strikers swinging, 

6 Splinter groups, 

C D7 G 
The Five-Year Plan, 

C 

The Fourth International, 

F 

3 Bayonets, 

G7 

2 Das Kapitals , 

C F C G7 C F C 

And a picture of Leon Trotsky. 

* Refers to Nikolai Bulganin, Soviet Premier 1955-57 
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IMPERIUM COMPOUND 
(Lilly the Pink) 

C G 

Asbjorne has no little habits 

F G7 C 

Of which a starveling bard can sing, 

C G 

He's so lud-icrously normal, 

F G7 C 

(spoken) Are you sure this man's the king? 

CHORUS: We think, we think, we think 

The king is a fink, a fink, a fink. 

A figure of respectability. 

He rules the kingdom 
With Imperium Compound, 

And the results are plain to see. 

It's said of Earle Angus, he loves to drink kumiss. 
That, in fact, he'll drink most anything. 

But he'll never touch Imperium Compound 
'Cause only Bud is fit for kings. 

CHORUS 

Finnvar de Taahe, he needed a rem'dy 
For the falcons nesting in his hair, 

So he sprayed them with Imperium Compound: 

Now petrified falcons roost up there. 

CHORUS 

Count Jehan, they say, is a loupgarou. 

And it's sad to say he got that way 
When he drank too much Imperium Compound, 

And at the moon began to bay. 

CHORUS 

Cariadoc drinks Imperium Compound 
Before the start of every bout. 

No need to ask him why he does it. 

When Duke Nijinsky leaps about. 

CHORUS 

When Count Murad was the Crown Prince, 

He was known far and wide as Akbar's lad; 

He drank to excess of Imperium Compound, 

And now he's known as Akbar's dad. 



fWl 
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Duke Akbar, the bloodthirsty Mogul, 
By El-Koran's forbidden wine. 

So he drinks Imperium Compound 
For a change from drinks sanguine. 

CHORUS 


JOY TO THE WORLD 

(Joy to the World) 

C G7 C 

Joy to the world, for war has come 
F G7 C 

And we can fight again! 

C 

Let every foe 
C 

Know fear and woe 

C G 

And swords and axes swing, 

Dm7 F 

And swords and axes swing, 

C G7 C 

And swords, and swords, and axes swing. 

We'll rule the world with axe and mace 
And Heaven up above. 

Let battle cry 
Ring fierce and high. 

For war is what we love. 

For war is what we love. 

For war, for war, is what we love. 

Joy to the world, for war has come 
With sword and arrows' flight. 

We'll maim and slay 
All through the day. 

And rape and loot at night, 

And rape and loot at night. 

And rape, and rape, and loot at night. 


Sir Steven MacEanruig and Sir William the Lucky 
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SEVEN OLD LADIES 

(Oh, Dear, What Can the Matter Be?) 

C Em C C7 

CHORUS: Oh, dear, what can the matter be? 

F Dm G 

Seven old ladies locked in the lavat'ry. 

C Em C C7 

They were there from Sunday to Saturday, 

Dm G7 C 

Nobody knew they were there. 

The first old lady was Elizabeth Porter. 

She was the Deacon of Dorchester's daughter. 

She went to relieve a slight pressure of water. 

And nobody knew she was there. 

CHORUS 

The second old lady was Abigail Splatter. 

She went there 'cause something was surely the matter. 
When she got there, it was only her bladder. 

And nobody knew she was there. 

CHORUS 

The third old lady was Amoeba Garpickle. 

Her urge was sincere, her reaction was fickle. 

She hurdled the door, she'd forgotten her nickel. 

And nobody knew she was there. 

CHORUS 

The fourth old lady was Hildegard Foyle. 

She hadn't been living according to Hoyle. 

Was relieved when the swelling was only a boil. 

And nobody knew she was there. 

CHORUS 

The fifth old lady was Emily Grancy. 

She went there 'cause something tickled her fancy. 

When she got there, it was ants in her pantsy. 

And nobody knew she was there. 

CHORUS 

The sixth old lady was extremely fertile. 

Her name was O'Connor, the boys called her Myrtle. 

She went there to repair a hole in her girdle. 

And nobody knew she was there. 



FM 





CHORUS 
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The seventh old lady was Agatha Bender. 

She went there to repair a broken suspender. 

It snapped up and ruined her feminine gender. 
And nobody knew she was there. 

CHORUS 

The janitor came in the early morning. 

He opened the door without any warning. 

The seven old ladies their seats were adorning. 
And nobody knew they were there. 

CHORUS 


NATIONAL EMBALMING SCHOOL 
(O Tannenbaum; A-Hunting We Will Go, sort of) 

F C Dm C7 F 

We live for you, we die for you. National Embalming School. 

F C Dm C7 F 

We do our best to make you rest. National Embalming School. 

F Bb C7 

And when you die, we dig a hole 

C7 F 

And put you in and let you mold. 

F C Dm C7 F 

We live for you, we die for you. National Embalming School. 

F C7 F 

Postmortem, postmortem, postmortem, autopsy we must have. 

F C7 F 

Postmortem, postmortem, postmortem, autopsy we must have. 

? C7 F 

Slish, slash, slice the corpse, there's got to be a reason. 
F C7 F 

Oh, how the body smells. It must be out of season. 

F C Dm C7 F 

We live for you, we die for you. National Embalming School. 
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For it' 
In the 
For it' 
In the 

CHORUS 

For it' 
CHORUS 

For it 1 
For it 1 
For it 1 
For it 1 

For it 1 
For it 1 
For it' 
For it' 
For it 1 
For it' 
For it' 
For it 1 
For it' 
For it 
For it 
For it 
For it 


IN THE CORPS 
C 

s beer, beer, beer that makes you want to cheer 
G7 C 

corps. In the corps. 

C 

s beer, beer, beer that makes you want to cheer 
G7 C 

Quartermaster Corps. 

C D7 G 

I: My eyes are dim, I cannot see. 

C 

I have not brought my specs with me. 

s ale, ale, ale that makes you feel so hale 

II: My teeth are dull, I cannot chew. 

It comes from opening cans of brew. 

s amontillado that gives me this vibrato. 

s booze, booze, booze to chase away the blues. 

s brandy, brandy, brandy that makes you feel so dandy. 

's Carling's Black Label that makes you go for Mabel. 

's champagne, champagne that gives you such a pain. 

's cherry pop that makes you want to stop. 

's gin, gin, gin that makes you want to sin. 

1 s hooch, hooch, hooch that makes you want to smooch. 

1 s H-2-0 that makes you have to go. 

's H-2-SO-4 that puts you on the floor. 

's muscatel that makes you feel like hell. 

1 s old firewater that makes you feel you oughter. 

's old moonshine that makes you feel so fine. 

's port, port, port that makes you want to sport. 

's rum, rum, rum that makes you want to come. 

's rye, rye, rye that really makes you fly. 

's scotch, scotch, scotch that gets you in the crotch. 


For it's sherry, sherry, sherry that makes you feel so merry. 
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For it's squirt, squirt, squirt that makes you want to flirt. 

For it's vermouth, vermouth that makes you so uncouth. 

For it's whiskey, whiskey, whiskey that makes you feel so frisky. 

For it's good hard cider that makes you warm insider. 

For it's wine, wine, wine, we drink it all the time. 

For it's bacon, bacon, bacon that leaves your stomach achin'. 

For it's beans, beans, beans that make you fill your jeans. 

For it's bread, bread, bread, just like a lump of lead. 

For it's chicken, chicken, chicken, the smell just makes you sicken. 
For it's cocoa, cocoa, cocoa that makes you feel so loco. 

For it's Coke, Coke, Coke that makes you want to choke. 

For it's corn, corn, corn that makes you glad you're born. 

For it's cream, cream, cream that makes you want to scream. 

For it's gravy, gravy, gravy, rejected by the navy. 

For it's latkes, latkes, latkes that makes you fill your gotkes. 

For it's liquid, liquid, liquid that makes you feel so wicked. 

For it's meat, meat, meat that knocks you off your feet. 

For it's mint, mint, mint that makes you want to squint. 

For it's old charred corn that's sure to raise a horn. 

For it's peas, peas, peas that bring you to your knees. 

For it's Pepsi, Pepsi, Pepsi that gives you apoplexy. 

« 

For it's pie, pie, pie that makes you want to cry. 

For it's pork, pork, pork that bends your knife and fork. 

For it's Royal, Royal Crown that really gets you down. 

For it's soup, soup, soup that makes you want to poop. 

For it's tea, tea, tea that makes you want to pee. 

For it’s wiener, wienerschnitzel that makes you want to kitzle. 

For it's nice cold duck that makes you want to . 
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THE SPANISH INQUISITION 
(MacNamara's Band) 

F C 

Oh, my name is Torquemada; I'm the leader of this band. 

C7 F Dm G7 C 

Although we're few in numbers, we are feared throughout the land. 

F C 

We work on Jews and Protestants; we kick them as they fall. 

C7 F Dm G7 C7 F 

But when we work on heretics, we work the best of all. 

Oh, the rocks go creak and the thumbscrews squeak 
And the whips, they flail away. 

The Jesuit slams the Iron Maiden shut 
While I sit in the corner and pray. 

Oh, the auto-da-fe is God's chosen way 
And the screams of the victims are grand. 

Another soul to Heaven... 

From Torquemeda's band. 

Anthony R. Lewis 


WHEN I WAS A LAD 

(When I Was A Lad) 

G D7 

When I was a lad, I went to war 

C D 

And fought in Gondor's army next to Denethor. 

G D7 

We rode to the East, we rode to the West, 

Em A 7 D 

And all the people shouted that I was the best. 

D 

CHORUS: And all the people shouted that he was the best. 

G D7 

I swung my sword in a style so grand 
C G 

That now I am the ruler of the Western Lands. 

G D7 

CHORUS: Yes, he swung his sword in a style so grand 

C D7 G 

That now he is the ruler of the Western Lands. 
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GAUDEAMUS IGITUR 

C F G7 C 

Gaudeamus igitur, juvenes dum sumus. 

C F G7 C 

Gaudeamus igitur, juvenes dum sumus. 

G 

Post jucundam juventutem, 

G 

Post molestam senectutem, 

F G7 C F G7 C 

Nos habebit humus, nos habebit humus. 

Ubi sunt, gui ante nos in mundo fuere? 

Ubi sunt, gui ante nos in mundo fuere? 

Transeas ad superos, 

Abeas ad inferos, 

Quos si vis videre, guos si vis videre. 

Vita nostra brevis est, brevi finietur. 

Vita nostra brevis est, brevi finietur. 

Venit mors velociter, 

Rapit nos atrociter, 

Nemini parcetur, nemini parcetur. 

Vivat academia, vivant professores! 

Vivat academia, vivant professores! 

Vivat membrum guodlibet, 

Vivant membra guaelibet. 

Semper sint in flore, semper sint in flore! 

Vivant omnes virgines, faciles, formosae! 

Vivant omnes virgines, faciles, formosae! 

Vivant et mulieres, 

Tenerae, amabiles, 

Bonae, laboriosae, bonae, laboriosae! 

Vivat et respublica, et gui illam regit! 

Vivat et respublica, et gui illam regit! 

Vivat nostra civitas, 

Maecenatum caritas. 

Quae nos hie protegit, guae nos hie protegit! 

Pereat tristitia, pereant osores! 

Pereat tristitia, pereant osores! 

Pereat diabolus, 

Quivis antiburschius, 

Atgue irrisores, atgue irrisores! 

NOTE: In classical Latin, "v" is pronounced like English "w", 
"ae" like long "i", "j" like "y", "g" and "c" are always hard, 
and "gu" is pronounced as in English. 
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CAPTAIN FUTURE 
MEETS 

GILBERT AND SULLIVAN 

Or, 

Alas! Who Loves A Spaceman? 

Book and Lyrics by Stephen and Virginia Schultheis 

Inspiration by Carl Brandon, Edmond Hamilton, and Sir W.S. Gilbert 

Music by Sir Arthur Sullivan 
(From H.M.S. Pinafore) 

This is the only authorized publication of the script. Permission for 
further reprinting or production should be obtained from the authors. 
Copyright 1961 by Stephen and Virginia Schultheis. 

This operetta was written in January 1959, and was intended for the 
Pittcon in 1960. It was finally put into production in 1962, intended 
for Westercon XV. The actual presentation at Westercon XX in 1967 was 
achieved through the stubbornness of Len Bailes, who took much time to 
flatter, persuade, and cajole the necessary people into cooperation. 

It was performed again at Boskone 9 in 1972, through the equally 
herculean efforts of Marsha Elkin. 

First presented 1 July 1967, at the Sheraton West Hotel, Los Angeles, 
with the following cast: 


Curt Newton, Captain Future.Ted Johnstone 

(Part written for John Trimble) 

Otho, an android.Chuck Crayne 

(Part written for Ron Ellik) 

Simon Wright, a disembodied brain.himself 

Grag, a robot.Len Bailes 

Little Asteroid.Sally Crayne 

(Part written for Bjo Trimble) 

Ezra Gurney, Marshal of the Patrol.Fred Patten 

(Part written for Edmond Hamilton) 

Joan Randall, fiancee of Capt. Future.Lois Lavender 

The Master of the Universe.Bruce Pelz 


(Part written for Randall Garrett playing Isaac Asimov playing 
The Master of the Universe) 

Director: Dian Pelz 
Accompanist: Katya Hulan 

Presented at Boskone 9, 15 April 1972, at the Statler-Hilton Hotel, 
Boston, with the following cast: 


Captain Future.Joe Ross 

Otho.Fred Isaacs 

Simon Wright.himself 

Grag.Drew Whyte 

Little Asteroid...Selina Lovett 

Ezra Gurney.Larry Niven 

Joan Randall.Karen Blank 

The Master of the Universe.Richard Harter 
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Director: Marsha Elkin 

Accompanist: Morris Keesan 


Stephen Schultheis has re-typed and slightly revised the script for 
this publication. 


(Overture to H.M.S. Pinafore) 

Scene: Captain Future's secret laboratory on the Moon. 

(Enter the Futuremen: Otho, Simon Wright, and Grag, singing.) 

CHORUS 

("We sail the ocean blue") 

OTHO & GRAG: We are the Futuremen, 

In the prozines we've no equals, 

Produced by Hamilton 

In an endless chain of sequels. 

When adventure we find 
Of any kind, 

We're slaves of the plot all day; 

We have evil to fight 
Morning, noon, and night, 

Without any time for play — 

OTHO: Oh My! Oh my! 

GRAG: When adventure we find 


OTHO: 

GRAG: 

OTHO & GRAG: 


AST .: 


Oh 

my! 

Oh my! 


Of 

any 

kind, 


We 

1 re 

slaves of the plot, 

of the plot all day. 

We 

In 

are 

the 

the Futuremen, 
prozines we've no 

equals, 


Produced by Hamilton 

In an endless chain of sequels. 

In the prozines we've no equals, 

For an endless chain of sequels — 

Produced by Hamilton, 

We are the Fuuu-turemen! 

(Enter Little Asteroid, singing.) 

ARIA 

("I'm called Little Buttercup") 

I'm called Little Asteroid — dear Little Asteroid, 
Though I have never known why, 

But still I'm called Asteroid — poor Little Asteroid, 
Sweet Little Asteroid I! 
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In this occupation, with rejuvenation, 

I've been here a lifetime or two; 

The Futuremen's menial, I've found them a genial. 

If somewhat peculiar, crew. 

But still I adore them, for here long before them, 

I served him who brought them to life. 

Who came here for science, with me in reliance 
To care for his pregnant young wife. 

I brewed up the juices for and-er-oid uses. 

And tenderly heated the vat; 

A robot's proponent, I checked each component — 

No mother could do more than that. 

With Simon Wright's body uncommonly shoddy, 

'Twas I who restored him to health; 

OTHO:(Speaks:) Tip-top shape! 

AST.: And infant Curt Newton, I nursed from a shoot, un- 

To dear Captain Future himself. 

So here is your Asteroid — dear Little Asteroid, 
Waiting to welcome you home; 

Oh, pity your Asteroid — poor Little Asteroid, 
Always, oh always, alone! 

GRAG: Cheer up. Little Asteroid. We have returned, victorious and 

triumphant as usual. You are no longer alone. Ah, Little 
Asteroid, how delightful it is to come back to our beloved 
secret laboratory on the Moon, after a long and perilous 
voyage, to find it made cheerful and homelike by so charming 
and ageless a creature as yourself. 

OTHO: Pay no attention to him. Little Asteroid. He's been plugging 

19th Century novel tapes into his memory bank again. 
Disgusting habit! But why so sad. Little Asteroid? You 
should be happy to see us home once more. 

AST.: Oh, Otho, Simon, Grag, I am happy to see you back; but my 

heart is heavy with a secret sorrow! 

GRAG: You mean your liver. 

OTHO: Grag, why don't you erase all data prior to the 20th Century? 

Your memory would be the better for it. 

GRAG: Otho, in this metal breast burns the soul of a poet. It's a 

pity that your fish-cold cadaver harbours only a dead thing. 

OTHO: Little do you know, you rusted fugitive from the junk yard. 

(Aside:) Alas, little do they know! (To Asteroid:) Despite 
the rude remarks of this tinplated tank. Little Asteroid, I 
can sympathize with your lonely plight; but I cannot console 
you, for (Dramatic pose, arm flung over forehead.) Alas! I 
am but a sexless android. 
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GRAG: Try not to feel neglected due to our depthless characters and 

preoccupation with the plot. Little Asteroid. We're all right 
in our way — in the right magazines. 

AST.: Oh, Grag, Simon, Otho, that's not entirely the problem. The 

sorrow I bear is more than that. And it must remain a secret. 
(Brightly:) But let us talk of other things: of your latest 
glorious adventure, from which you naturally emerged 
triumphant — 

GRAG & OTHO: Naturally! 

AST.: — and of the usual 

heroics of our beloved Captain Future. Where is our dear Curt 
Newton? 

(Grag and Otho turn their heads and extend their right arms 
toward the entrance.) 

GRAG & OTHO: Here he comes now! 

(Enter Curt, singing.) 

SONG 

("I am the Captain of the Pinafore") 

CURT: I'm Captain Future of the Futuremen — 

ALL OTHERS: And a bona fide genius, too! 

CURT:(Smugly:) I'm very, very good. 

And I want it understood 
I command a right good crew. 

ALL OTHERS: He's very, very good. 

And be it understood 
He commands a right good crew. 

CURT: Though human was I born, 

I hold weaknesses in scorn. 

And laugh in danger's face; 

My steely eyes can stem 
The fury of a bem. 

And I'm never, never sick in space! 

ALL OTHERS: What, never? 

CURT: No, never! 

ALL OTHERS: What, never ? 

CURT: Well, hardly ever! 

ALL OTHERS: He's hardly ever sick in space! 
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CURT: 

ALL OTHERS: 

* 

CURT: 

ALL OTHERS: 

CURT: 


ALL OTHERS: 
CURT: 

ALL OTHERS: 
CURT: 

ALL OTHERS: 


So give three cheers, and cheer again. 

For Captain Future of the Futuremen! 

So give three cheers, and cheer again. 
For the Captain of the Futuremen! 

As a pulpzine hero, I reign supreme — 

There are none as good as you! 

I was raised by a robot 
And a disembodied brain 
And an android my father grew. 

He was raised by a robot 
And a disembodied brain 
And an android his father grew. 

Though my education strange. 

Magnificent its range; 

There's nothing that I do not dare. 

All fen my praises sing, 

For I a Sense of Wonder bring, 

And I never, never ever swear! 

What, never? 

No, never! 

What, never ? 

Well, hardly ever! 

We hardly ever hear him swear! 

So give three cheers, and cheer again. 

For Captain Future of the Futuremen! 

So give three cheers, and cheer again. 
For the Captain of the Futuremen! 


CURT: Nothing like a hearty welcome! My, it's good to be home again 

in my secret laboratory on the Moon, and to see your poor, sad 
face once again. Little Asteroid. Still as sweet and sexy as 
you've been for the last 87 years, I see. 

AST.: Yes, sir, dear Captain Future, sir. And you, I take it, are 

as triumphant and as virtuous as ever? 

CURT: (Smugly:) Naturally! 

(Buzzer offstage.) 

GRAG: The entrance alarm! Who can it be? 

CURT: It must be Joan Randall, my breathtakingly beautiful fiancee, 

and old Ezra Gurney, Marshal of the Planet Patrol and friend 
of my late beloved father and mother, (Deep breath.), whom I 
asked to come here to discuss our latest adventure and to view 
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the vile despicable monster we brought back as a prisoner, 
(Breath.), and if it isn't Joan Randall and old Ezra Gurney, 
whoever it is will be splattered in little bits all over Tycho 
Crater by now, (Brightly:) so there's no reason to be concerned. 

OTHO: Unless it's Joan and Ezra who're splattered in bloody little 

bits, all over Tycho Crater. One never knows. 

(Buzzer, in code.) 

CURT: It i£ Joan and Ezra. Grag, our dear friends will want to see 

our Outlandish prisoner. Why don't you bring it out, after 
we've greated them? 

GRAG: Right, Chief! 

CURT: Well, Little Asteroid, answer the door. Don't keep our dear 

friends waiting. 

AST.: (Curtsies.) Yes, sir. 

BARCAROLLE 

("Over the bright blue sea") 

AST.: Here, as pulp plots provide. 

Comes the heroine to the hero's side; 

Wherever Curt may go, 

Joan Randall's sure her face to show. 

Never to be denied 
Her position at the hero's side — 

Never to be denied 
Her position at the hero's side — 

Her position at the hero's side! 

(Exit.) 

CHORUS 

("Sir Joseph's barge is seen") 

MEN: We'll bring the monster out, 

Introduce a note of horror, 

And that, without a doubt. 

Will create a real furoror. 

We are, we are the Futuremen, 

In the prozines we've no equals. 

Produced by Edmond Hamilton 

In an endless chain of sequels — 

Edmond, Edmond Hamilton — 

We'll move the plot along; 

Prepare our deeds to chee-er; 

Intelligent and strong. 

None are so smart as we are. 

(Enter Joan, singing, followed by Ezra.) 
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JOAN: 

Gaily tripping. 

Lightly skipping. 

With love interest plot equipping 
Gaily tripping. 

Lightly skipping. 

With love interest plot equipping 

MEN: 

Bergey babe with beauty dripping. 
We the scene are now equipping. 

JOAN: 

Heroes brightly 

Always tritely 

Welcome heroines politely. 

MEN: 

Heroines demure but sightly 

Heroes welcome most politely. 
Welcome most politely. 

JOAN: 

Heroes brightly 

Always tritely 


Welcome heroines politely. 


JOAN: 

Gaily tripping, lightly skipping. 
With love interest plot equipping; 
Gaily tripping, lightly skipping. 
With love interest plot equipping. 
Heroes brightly always tritely 
Welcome heroines politely. 

So politely. 


MEN: 

We'll bring the monster out, 
Introduce a note of horror. 
And that, without a doubt. 
Will create a real furoror. 
Heroines demure but sightly 
Heroes welcome most politely, 
Most politely. 


ALL: Gaily ... tripping ... lightly ... skipping. 

Heroes always welcome her-o-ines po-lite-ly. 

(As the song ends, Joan has draped herself around the neck of 

Curt, who stands like a statue, his arms at his sides.) 

JOAN: Oh, Curt, my darling, kiss me! 

CURT: But Joan dear, I kissed you only last month. Wasn't that 

enough? 

JOAN: That was in a different story, you fool. I have another 

clinch coming in this installment. 

CURT: But not until the last page, beloved. Not until I've rescued 

you from some indescribable horror. (He reaches up and 
disengages her arms.) 


(Tableau.) 


(Joan turns sadly to the audience, and sings.) 
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BALLAD 

("Sorry her lot who loves too well") 

JOAN: Sorry her lot who loves too well, 

Seeking the heart of a pulpzine hero; 

Sad are the signs that hold no spell. 

Lost in a plot where sex is zero. 

Sorry her lot who loves too well. 

Seeking the heart of a pulpzine hero. 

Deep in frustration the heart must moan. 

When love is alive and sex unknown — 

When love is alive, and sex unknown. 

(Otho steps forward and sings to the audience.) 

BALLAD 

("A maiden fair to see") 

OTHO: A sexy babe to see, 

From Bergey cover she. 

Her charms near super-human; 

Her sex so glorified. 

To render here the pride 

And joy of any true man. * 

JOAN:(Sadly:) The joy of any true man. * 

OTHO: Unhappy now is she. 

Frustrated misery 

Must be her lot till ending; 

Her kisses she would grant, 

Her hero to enchant. 

But he remains unbending. 

JOAN:(Sadly:) But he remains unbending. 

OTHO: To comfort her I would. 

For I have understood 

Her heart by not a man joyed; 

But, pity, pity, me! 

Curt Newton's sweetheart she. 

And I, a sexless android! 

Oh, pity, pity me! 

Curt Newton's sweetheart she. 

And I, a sexless android! 

(Both turn away, and action resumes.) 

EZRA: Well, Curtis, what vile menace did you defeat in this latest 

escapade? (Exit Grag.) You've summoned us all the way up 
here to relate another one of your tiresome adventures, so you 
might as well get on with it. 


* 


In the Boskone 9 production, this became "true fan" 
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JOAN: Ezra, sir, Curt's adventures are not tiresome! (Dreamily:) 

He gets the most virile look on his face when he talks about 
all the world-wreckers he's blasted. 

EZRA: Yes, Joan, but you and I go on and on, just sitting on our 

cans while Curt and the Futuremen defeat one indescribable 
horror after another. What was it this time. Curt? 

CURT: I can't describe it, Ez. Here's Grag bringing it in now. 

(Enter The Master of the Universe, 
followed by Grag, covering him with a blaster.) 

EZRA: That's an indescribable horror? 

JOAN:(Recoiling.) A bug-eyed monster! 

CURT: Not just any old bug-eyed monster:(Dramatically:) The Master 

of the Universe! 


(Drum roll.) 
(Introductory music.) 

M.U.:(Vilely:) Aye! 


SONG 

("I am the monarch of the sea") 

M.U.: The Master of the Universe, 

The menace which all races curse, 

In ig-no-min-ious bondage here — 


CURT: With force rays and tractor beams you've nothing to fear! 

ALL OTHERS: With force rays and tractor beams we've nothing to fear 

With tractor beams we've nothing to fear! 


(Grag holsters blaster.) 


M.U. 


CURT: 


Though al-i-en my shape, 

I like Bergey babes to rape; 

For a non-terrestrial, my tastes are queer — 

With force rays and tractor beams you've nothing to fear! 


ALL OTHERS: With force rays and tractor beams we've nothing to fear 

With tractor beams we've nothing to fear! 


M.U.: 


CURT: 


But when I'm loose in space. 

If you meet me face to face. 

My vileness will shrivel all that you hold dear — 

With force rays and tractor beams you've nothing to fear! 


With force rays and tractor beams we've nothing to fear 
With tractor beams we've nothing to fear! 


ALL OTHERS: 



The NESFA Hymnal 


Page 195 


ALL BUT M.U.: With force rays and tractor beams we've nothing to fear; 

For tractor beam and force ray 
Will make holding him just horseplay. 

Never fear! 


M.U.; 


ALL OTHERS: 
M.U.: 


ALL OTHERS: 


M.U. 


# 


ALL OTHERS: 


M.U. 


SONG 

("When I was a lad") 

When I was a lad I served a term 
As office boy to an attorney's firm. 

I studied law, and it was my pride 
To incorporate convention fandom on the side. 

He incorporated ess-eff fandom on the side. 

Incorporating fandom was so perverse. 

That now I am the Master of the Universe. 

Incorporating fandom was so perverse. 

That now he is The Master of the Universe. 

A corp'rate body was such a tool. 

That soon as legal-beagle I could rule. 

I made my mark setting precedents 
By suing all the officers for 98 cents. 

He sued all the officers for 98 cents. 

And suing all the officers was so much worse. 
That now I am The Master of the Universe. 


ALL OTHERS: And suing all the officers was so much worse. 

That now he is The Master of the Universe. 


M.U.: Though new in fandom, I gained such fame 

That a Big Name Monster I soon became. 

As B. N. M. I needed dough. 

And I ended all my problems then by turning pro! 
ALL OTHERS: He ended all his problems then by turning pro! 

M.U.: So many times in theory did I space traverse. 

That now I am The Master of the Universe. 


ALL OTHERS: 


So many times in theory did he space traverse. 
That now he is The Master of the Universe. 


M.U. I hacked and scribbled and so much did I write 

That I brainwashed every reader overnight. 

The system adopted my the-o-ry. 

And made me vice-adm'ral in the Space Navee. 

ALL OTHERS: They made him vice-adm'ral in the Space Navee. 
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M.U.: And that one vice I did so rehearse. 

That now I am The Master of the Universe. 

ALL OTHERS: And that one vice he did so rehearse. 

That now he is The Master of the Universe. 

M.U.: My love of power and my legal mind 

Quickly placed me above all monster-kind. 

My rapid rise and my cosmic brain 

Should make the fact that I am star-begotten plain. 

ALL OTHERS: The simple fact is he’s a mis-begotten pain! 

M.U.: Though heroes brave may rant and curse, 

I was born to be The Master of the Universe. 

ALL OTHERS: No matter how we may suppress this curse, 

He still thinks he's The Master of the Universe. 

M.U.: Now Earthmen all, whoever you may be. 

If you want to be as vile as me. 

And have pros tremble at your lofty glower. 

While every femmefan yields completely to your power 

ALL OTHERS: While every femmefan yields completely to your power 

M.U.: Take over fandom, and without reverse. 

You all may be Masters of the Universe. 

ALL OTHERS: Take over fandom, and without reverse. 

You all may be Masters of the Universe! 

(Enter Asteroid.) 

AST.: Ahem! Dinner is served. 

CURT: My, it'll be good to have a home-cooked meal again! 

OTHO: Yes, Grag's last turn in the galley seemed to last forever. 

(To Grag:) Why d'you always have to cook everything with a 
welding-torch? 

JOAN:(Indicating M.U.) What about him? 

CURT: Oh, he doesn't eat Terrestrial food. 

M.U.:(Aside:) No. Just Terrestrials! 

JOAN: Oh! 

(Exit all but Joan and M.U.) 

M.U.: Just a minute, girley! While your virtuous hero's concerned 

with stuffing his stomach, how 'bout you and me pitching a 
little woo? 



JOAN: 


Never! 
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ARIA 

("Refrain, audacious tar") 

JOAN: Refrain, you nasty bem. 

Your pass from making! 

Your lust I must condemn; 

I'm not partaking! 

Refrain, you nasty bem. 

Your pass from making! 

Your lust I must condemn; 

I'm not partaking! 

Refrain, you nasty bem! 

Your lust I must condemn! 

(Aside:)I long for hero pure 

To be my lover, 

If way through Curt's cold shell 
I could discover. 

I long for hero pure 
To be my lover, 

If way through Curt's cold shell 
I could discover. 

(Exit.) 

(Enter Little Asteroid, singing without accompaniment, 
and dusting, with feather duster, in time to the tune.) 

AST.: I'm called Little Asteroid — poor Little Asteroid, 

Though I have never known why. 

But still I'm called Asteroid — sweet Little Asteroid, 
Dear Little Asteroid I! 

M.U.: Ah, Little Asteroid, poor Little Asteroid. And why so sad and 

pensive, my charming trollop? 

AST.: Oh, sir, my heart is heavy with a secret sorrow. 

M.U.: Unburden your heart to me. Little Asteroid. (Leering.) 

Perhaps I can help. 

AST.: Oh, sir, you cannot, sir. Though, indeed, you are a fine 

specimen of a monster. But my secret sorrow is something 
deeper and more tragic than that. 

M.U.: (Aside:) Ah, it appears that all is not well in this den of 

virtue! (To Asteroid:) You can confide in me, Little Asteroid. 

I. am not one of the Futuremen, and your secret will not pass my 
lips. (Aside:) Heh, heh, heh! 

AST.: Oh, sir, it has been so many years that I have longed to 

deliver myself of this guilty secret. It must not be known to 
another soul. 
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SONG 

("A many years ago") 

I 

A many years ago. 

Before rejuvenation. 

As everyone must know, 

I was nursemaid at this station. 

A pregnant situation: , 

Before rejuvenation. 

She was nursemaid at this station, 

A many years ago. 

(Enter rest of cast, at rear, slowly.) 

Two tender babes I nursed 
On milk and on albumen; 

My master's child the first. 

The other was non-human. 

Does this the plot illumen. 

That one was fed albumen? 

The other one was human, 

A many years ago. 

The secret now I bare. 

A mixup brought disaster. 

I fed the android's fare 
To the child of my late master. 

The truth is coming faster. 

A mixup brought disaster 

To the child of.her dead master, 

A many years ago. 

The human lad became 
A pale, frustrated creature. 

The android won acclaim 
As beloved Captain Future. 

(Curt takes a startled step forward. M.U. flings Asteroid 
behind him and confronts Curt, as Asteroid looks on with 
horror and sorrow.) 


(Spoken:) AH HAAAAA! you vat-born creature, 
(Spoken:) Switched with your human teacher 
(Sung:) Ere Hamilton wrote this feature. 


(M.U. triumphant, and Asteroid in a voice broken with sorrow:) 


A many years ago! 

(Exit Asteroid, 













sobbing.) 
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M.U.: (Approaches Curt, sneering.) How now, my pink-fleshed cadaver! 

Just think of the years you've spent saving Terra from one 
unmentionable menace after another. And for what? How have 
they rewarded you? You're still a lousy Captain in the Planet 
Patrol! And now that they know you're an android — what now? 
They'll spit on you! You'll be dirt under their feet! But, 
hold! 1 can help you. Deliver me. Free me from these force 
rays and tractor beams, and I can give you whatever you desire. 
Wealth! Power! I'll make you overlord of a system. Capella! 
Vega! Take your choice! 

CURT: (Lifts head proudly.) All that you say may be true, but I am 

still a Futureman! 


ALL OTHERS: 
GRAG: 


ALL OTHERS: 


SONG 

("He is an Englighman!") 

He a Futureman! 

For he himself has said it. 

And it's greatly to his credit 
That he is a Futureman! 

That he is a Futureman! 


GRAG: For he might have been Altairan, 

Bellatrix, or Al-de-baran, 

Even Bee-tel-juice-I-an! 

ALL OTHERS: Even Bee-tel-juice-I-an! 

(Grag joins chorus.) 

But no matter how they twist 'im 
To join another system. 

He remains a Futureman! 

He remains a Fu-u-u-u-u-u-u-u-u-tureman! 


GRAG: 

ALL OTHERS: 
GRAG: 


REPRISE 

("I am the Captain of the Pinafore") 

And he's still the Captain of the Futuremen, 

And a right good Captain, too! 

Before we knew his birth. 

He had proved his sterling worth 
As the Captain of this crew. 

Before we knew his birth. 

He had proved his sterling worth 
As the Captain of this crew. 


ALL OTHERS: 
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CURT: 


ALL OTHERS: 


And now I know the facts 
Of what my; emotion lacks, 

I can go my hero's way. 

Defending worlds from bems. 
Quite immune to sexy ferns — 
I never shall regret this dayl 

What, never? 


CURT: 

ALL OTHERS: 
CURT: 


No, never! 

What, never ? 

Well, hardly ever! 


ALL OTHERS: Hardly ever he'll regret this dayl 

So give three cheers, and cheer again, 

For Captain Future of the Futuremen! 

So give three cheers, and cheer again. 
For the Captain of the Futuremen! 


M.U.: Curses! Foiled again! 


SONG 

("Oh joy, oh rapture unforeseen") 

OTHO: Oh joy, oh rapture unforeseen! 

A human lad I've always been; 

And my unbidden dreams of sex. 

Which hitherto I thought a hex. 

Seem virile now, and pure. 

For what I yearned I had not known. 

At last I see that it was Joan. 

She stirred in me emotions strange, 

But now there's been a drastic change; 

My love is strong and sure. 

M.U.: (To Otho:) So! No sooner do you learn that you've more 

hormones than you thought, than you're eager to assume a more 
virile role. It takes more than that, my boy. (To Joan:) 
Come, my dear, your Captain Future's nothing but a sexless 
android. Let a real male, suave and experienced, a bem of 
the universe, show you how to make love. 


(Joan recoils from him, seeking Otho's protection.) 


DUET 

("Refrain, audacious tar") 

JOAN: Refrain, you nasty bem. 

Your pass from making! 

Your lust I re-condemn; 

I'm not partaking! 

For Otho's love so pure 
I am returning; 
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JOAN 

JOAN: 

OTHO: 

BOTH: 

M.U.: 

AST.: 


M.U.: 


And you, oh monster vile, 

I still am spurning. 

Refrain, you nasty bemi 

You lust I must condemn! 

OTHO: At last a love returned 

We are possessing. 

We share a taste for 

Hugging and caressing. 

At last a love returned 
We are possessing. 

We share a taste for 

Hugging and caressing. 

Refrain, you nasty bem. 

Your pass from making! 

Your lust we both comdemn; 

She's not partaking! 

At last a love returned we are possessing; 

We share a taste for hugging and caressing. 

Rebuffed! And I such a polished gentlebeing! Why must the 
unhappy villain be the only flaw is an otherwise supremely 
happy ending? Why must I be incarcerated here in sexless 
solitude, so against my lustful nature? Where, oh where, on 
this whole sterile satellite will I ever find a piece of ... 

(Enter Little Asteroid, listlessly sweeping with a 

broom, and singing sadly.) 

... Asteroid — dear Little Asteroid, 
Though I have never know why. 

But still I'm called Asteroid — poor Little Asteroid, 
Sweet Little Asteroid I. 

(M.U. grabs Little Asteroid around the waist, and 
swings her around to face audience.) 

REPRISE 

("Oh joy, oh rapture unforeseen") 

Oh joy, oh rapture unforseen! 

She'll come each day my cell to clean. 

I'll, by her protests not annoyed. 

Possess a piece of Asteroid; 

Thus be my lusts allayed. 

(Little Asteroid lets the broom slip from her hand, and seems 

not at all annoyed.) 
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CAST: 


A happy ending nowtyou see 
For all of this grand companee. 

/us\ 

Curt Newton leadsf ^on his own; 

\them/ 

Staunch Otho now has won his Joan; 
The monster's found a maid. 


CAST: 


FINALE 

("He is an Englishman!") 


And 


/they' re\ 

V ) sti 

X we're / 


still the Futuremen! 


/they themselvesV 
Forr -/have said it, 

\ we ourselves / 


And it's greatly to 


'the 


That V we) are the Futuremen! 

/they\ 

That( )are the Fu-u-u-u-u-u-u-u-u-turemenl 


( heir\ 
our / 


credit 


;hey\ 
we / 


(Curtain.) 


/../ 

THE END 

(Auld Lang Syne) 

C G 

If some poor typo we've forgot 

C F 

And it's there by this time, 

C G 

Then our correcting's been for naught, 

C G7 C 

And that would be a crime. 


Khasham 
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CORDUROY TROUSERS Ted Johnstone.116 

and subsequent filksingers 

HIGH FLY THE NAZGUL Ted Johnstone. 137 

PERVERTED DIGITAL PROCESSOR SONG, THE Jordin Rare.58 

BATTERIES Jordin Rare. 57 

ELEVATOR SONG, THE Bill Mallardi, Suzanne Tompkins,.72 

Jerry Kaufman, and Linda Bushyager 

LENSMAN ACADEMY FIGHT SONG Mark M. Keller. 33 

-BONNIE BLACK FLAG, THE Pat Kelly.150 

FIRST TIME, THE Patrick Kelly. 45 

WAY FALL AWAY Pat Kelly.42 

END, THE Khasham.201 

ONWARD, SAURON'S SOLDIERS Dick Tatge, Al Kuhfeld,.138 

and Ken Fletcher 

MARSUPIAL FANDOM and MONOTREME FANDOM Denny Lien, Al Kuhfeld,.90 

and Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss 

ENTS' MARCHING SONG, THE Jim Landau and Sherna Comerford.148 

RUM, BY GUM (THE TEMPERANCE UNION SONG).158 

Tradition, Dick Eney, Paula Smith, Jim Landau, others 

MARTIAN HYDRO-ENGINEERING CORPS, THE James A. Landau. 22 

I'VE BEEN WORKING ON THE FANZINE Jim Landau. 107 

VETERAN FAN, THE Jim Landau.75 

CONAN AND SONYA WERE LOVERS... John L. Leland.24 
























































NEW SCIENCE, THE Anthony R. Lewis and Sandy Lensch.61 

TO JOHN BOARDMAN IN BROOKLYN Fred Lerner , Brian Burley,.76 

and Sherna Comerford 

NEW SCIENCE, THE Anthony R. Lewis and Sandy Lensch.61 

SPANISH INQUISITION, THE Anthony R. Lewis.184 

MARSUPIAL FANDOM and MONOTREME FANDOM Denny Lien, Al Kuhfeld,.90 

and Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss 

HARK! THE HERALDS LOUDLY CRY Sir Steven MacEanruig.160 

JOY TO THE WORLD Sir Steven MacEanruig.179 

and Sir William the Lucky 

ELEVATOR SONG, THE Bill Mallardi, Suzanne Tompkins,.72 

Jerry Kaufman, and Linda Bushyager 

FAN PARTY SONG Laurie D. Mann.64 

GOD BLESS FREE ENTERPRISE Burton House (M.I.T.).167 

Marcus Aurelius Society 

TWELVE DAYS OF NISMOV, THE Will Maynard.25 

WE'RE GETTING SCREWED UP BY THIS HYMNAL...87 

Sarah Elizabeth Miller and Charlie Hamilton 

FANDOMLY STREET Charlie Hamilton and Sarah Elizabeth Miller.78 

I COULD HAVE FILKED ALL NIGHT Sarah Elizabeth Miller.86 

WHAT SONG IS THIS? Sarah Elizabeth Miller.80 

WHERE'S BOSKONE? Sarah Elizabeth Miller.69 

OH, BEAUTIFUL Sarah Elizabeth Miller.81 

TREKKIES Sarah Elizabeth Miller.123 

MENTION MY NAME IN MINNEAPOLIS Minneapolis Fandom's Anthem...100 

MY GHOD'S BETTER THAN YOUR GHOD Minneapolis Fandom.103 

MAN WHO NEVER RETURNED, THE Minneapolis Fandom.38 

MONGOL'S MARCHING SONG Murphy.81 

ENSIGN FLANDRY Murphy. 49 

SAGA OF LIME JELLO FANDOM, THE Barney Neufeld.68 

WHATEVER BECAME OF TOM LEHRER? Robert Osband.174 

WHEN HARLIE PLAYED ONE Robert Osband.60 

WORLDCON LULLABY, THE Robert Osband. 66 

TRUFAN'S MARCHING SONG Ron Ellik, Ted Johnstone, and Bruce Pelz.‘..92 

I DON'T UNDERSTAND THE ARISIANS Bruce Pelz.34 

PAVING THE ROAD TO HELL Bfuce Pelz. 99 

IF IT TASTES LIKE CARDBOARD; IT'S SCI-FI! (SKIFFY) Murray Porath.... 182 

BASTARD KING OF ENGLAND, THE Arr. by Joe Ross and Lisa^Saskind.J...153 


BALLAD OF JOHN W. CAMPBELL, THE Joe ROSS. 29 

GOVERNMENT IS WATCHING, THE Joe ROSS. 163 

ONWARD GOES THE OTHER CLUB Joe Ross.83 

HAEC INSULA TERRA Joe ROSS. 50 

WAR OF THE WORLDS Joe Ross.35 

WE ARE THE OTHER CLUB Joe ROSS. 82 

UNCLE OWEN HAD A FARM Joe ROSS. 41 

ONE FANZINE Joe Ross.113 

CAPTAIN FUTURE MEETS GILBERT AND SULLIVAN..186 

Stephen and Virginia Schultheis 

WHERE CAN THE MATTER BE? Don Simpson, Don Cochran,.52 

and John A. Carroll 

JOY TO THE WORLD Sir Steven MacEanruig.179 

and Sir William the Lucky 

KLINGON DIPLOMATIC CORPS MARCHING SONG, THE...124 

or IMPERIALISM FOR FUN AND PROFIT Paula Smith 













































MINNESOTA FEN or HOW TO LOSE FENS AND ALIENATE PEOPLE.101 

Paula Smith 

TO ANACREON IN HEAVEN Ralph Tomlinson, Esq.156 

and John Stafford Smith 

RUM, BY GUM (THE TEMPERANCE UNION SONG)...158 

Tradition, Dick Eney, Paula Smith, Jim Landau, others 

POPi GOES AN EARDRUM Paula Smith....55 

TAKE ME HOME, STARRY ROADS Jan Snyder.126 

DYING ROBOT, THE Jeff Speiser.19 

A. R. L. Jeff Speiser..Ill 

FUZZY David Stever.175 

MARSUPIAL FANDOM and MONOTREME FANDOM Denny Lien, Al Kuhfeld,.90 

and Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss 

ANOTHER WEEKEND, ANOTHER CON Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss.105 

GEORGE M. TRUFAN Erwin S. “Filthy Pierre" Strauss.114 

FUTURE HISTORY, THE Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss.16 

WEIRDO SCI-FI FREAKS Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss.67 

ZINE CALLED ANALOG, THE Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss.39 

U.S. MAIL, THE Erwin S. "Filthy Pierre" Strauss.112 

ONWARD, SAURON'S SOLDIERS Dick Tatge, Al Kuhfeld,.138 

and Ken Fletcher 

YOUNG MAN MULLIGAN and THE GREAT FANTASTICAL BUM. 2 

The Terminus, Owlswick & Ft. Mudge Electrick 
Street Railway Gazette 

TO ANACREON IN HEAVEN Ralph Tomlinson, Esq.156 

and John Stafford Smith 

ELEVATOR SONG, THE Bill Mallardi, Suzanne Tompkins,.72 

Jerry Kaufman, and Linda Bushyager 

GREAT SPIDER BLESS FANZINES Renee Valois.106 























